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PREFACE 


rpfflS story of two unfortunate fortunates — mice let us say, 
seized by a tiger and escaping from under his very claws — 
is true in its essential facts. That is, two Mexican children 
were really captured some years since on the other side of the 
Rio Grande by the Indians, and carried off to the Llanos Esta- 
cados. After four years spent in captivity they made their 
escape, and safely accomplished the almost impossible and truly 
incredible feat of walking three hundred miles and more through 
virgin wilds, with only such protection as Una had, and no 
friendly bull like Europa’s to shorten so much as one weary 
mile of all that great distance, led no doubt by guardian 
angels who knew enough of mundane geography to bring them 
first to the frontier of Texas, and then restore them to their 
mother in Mexico. 

F. C. B. 

Elmwood, May 7, 1887. 
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JUAN AND JUANITA 


CHAPTER I. 

THE TIGER SPRINGS. 

About twenty years ago there was not a happier family 
in all Mexico than one living near the village of Santa Rosa, 
province of Coahuila, and consisting of a ranchero , his wife 
Anita, and their two children, Juan and Juanita. 

They had a great deal to be grateful for and to enjoy; a 
comfortable home, large flocks and herds, — which consti¬ 
tute the wealth of that country, — health, work, and, best of 
all, a tender love for one another. They had a great deal of 
another thing, some of which they could very well have 
spared — name. 

The father called himself Don Jose Maria Cruz de las 
Santas,’ prided himself upon his pure Castilian lineage, and 
was never tired talking of his " sangre azul ,” or " blue blood,” 
and bis superiority to "the ordinary Mexicans.” 

His wife had no aristocratic pretensions whatever, and, 
instead of always talking about the past, was content to do 

1 Pronounced in English: Hosay Mareea Croos day las Santas. 
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her duty in the present. She was a simple and rather igno¬ 
rant woman, but so well did she apply herself to her home 
duties, that never had any man a truer, better wife, children a 
more passionately devoted, self-sacrificing mother, nor house 
a more capable mistress than the Senora Anita. If she had a 
fault, it was that she was altogether too unselfish, and she 
would willingly have worked herself to death for' those she 
loved. 

And there was enough to do; for, although Don Jose 
was reckoned a rich man, he lived as simply in most respects 
as his poorer neighbors, and never seemed to think of spend¬ 
ing his money on servants, carriages, fine clothes, and the 
like luxuries. Fortunately he was not too fine a gentleman to 
work, in spite of his excessive vanity about the Cruz de las 
Santas, whose renown he honestly thought filled the world. 
On the contrary, he diligently herded his own sheep, sheared 
them in season, branded his cattle, trained his horses, and did 
other out-door work, and he naturally expected the Senora 
Anita to be equally industrious. Nor was he disappointed; 
for when she was not making tomales, or tortillas ,‘ she was 
sprinkling and sweeping the floors and court-yard, or bring¬ 
ing in great earthen jars of water, or spreading out the 
family linen to bleach in the sun, or training the rebellious 
tendrils of the grape-vine that covered one side of the house 
and supplied them with immense bunches of delicious Paras 
grapes at one season of the year, — in short, doing something 
for the good of the household. 

1 Mexican dishes. 


Digitized by Google 


THE TIGER SPRINGS. 


13 


And no matter where she went, she was always fol¬ 
lowed by Juan and Juanita, who trotted after her from 
morning until night, yet always felt themselves welcome, 
and no more in the way than did the chickens they saw 
under this or that hen’s wing when they went out to 
feed the poultry that swarmed about the place. If his 
mother seized Juan when he ran up to her with the crown 
of his broad sombrero heaped full of eggs, it was to draw 
him to her side and stroke his hair, and praise him for 
having found them. Or, if Juanita tumbled into the brook 
near which the Senora was washing in laborious Mexican 
fashion, the garment, whatever it was, was dropped, and 
soon the dripping little figure was being pressed against 
her loving heart, while the tenderest articulate and inar¬ 
ticulate cries of sympathy and affection were poured out 
on the unfortunate, and so much love shone in the mother’s 
soft, brown eyes that it was worth any child’s while to 
get a wetting in order to see it there and hear the caress¬ 
ing, " Mi alma ! Mi vida ! ” (" My soul t My life! ”) that 
came so musically from the Senora’s lips. 

Busy as she was, the Senora found time to do a 
great deal of ” mothering,” and her children lived always 
in the sunshine, in-doors and out, as joyous and volatile 
as the butterflies they chased, as brown as the berries 
they sought, forever leaping and dancing like the brook 
in which they were forever wading, the happiest of created 
things. They did not deserve much credit for being 
happy, for, except in the golden age of the world, there 
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were never two children who had more to interest and 
amuse them, and less to vex them. Their few tasks 
came properly under the bead of pleasures; they had no 
lessons to learn, only a few simple rules to obey; no fine 
clothes to soil or spoil; and as for playfellows, they had 
each other, the pigeons, chickens, lambs, kids, ducks, pup¬ 
pies, and other young things about the place, not to 
mention the birds, frogs, squirrels, and one especially sa¬ 
gacious and long-suffering shepherd-dog, Amigo, their 
most faithful friend and constant companion. They were 
so happy and so busy that it did not often occur to them 
to be naughty; but if they did get into trouble, it was 
always Don Jose who punished them and the Sefiora who 
made them sorry for what they had done. As soon as she 
dared do so, she would go to them, take them in her arms, 
murmur, softly, ” Pobre desgraciado! ” ("Poor disgraced 
one 1 ”) or " Nifia mia ! ” (" My little girl! ”) pour balm 

into all their wounds, take all the sting and the bitterness 
out of their sore hearts, and so lead them out, chastened 
and mild, to kneel at their father’s feet and beg forgive¬ 
ness; and then she sent them out to play, and smiled as 
she heard their shouts and laughter. 

Their home, or hacienda , was not in the least like 
any house that you have ever seen, most likely. It was 
roughly but strongly built of stout pickets driven firmly 
into the earth near enough together to allow the space 
between to be daubed with clay and thatched with tide, 
a long reed that grows in the Mexican country wherever 
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there is standing water. Inside there were no carpets, 
curtains, mirrors, pictures, or books, and only a little fur¬ 
niture of the simplest kind; but, though homely, it was 
home-like, which is not always the case with far finer houses. 
The floor was only the earth inclosed, but much tramp¬ 
ing and the Senora’s endless sweepings, and brisk use 



A MEXICAN HACIENDA. 


of a watering-pot with which she laid the dust twice a 
day had made it quite smooth and hard. The ceiling was 
festooned with long strings of jerked beef and onions, 
and red peppers, — the latter a prominent ingredient in 
everything the Senora cooked, and so much relished by 
Don Jose that it was his habit to pull off a handful at 
odd times and eat them as we would grapes or figs, al- 
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though they would certainly have choked any one who 
was unaccustomed to the luxury. 

Perhaps, among other distinguished peculiarities, the 
Maria Cruz de las Santas family had been made fire-proof, 
and so could indulge in dainties that would have proved fatal 
to ordinary people; perhaps Don Jose had carried his insensi¬ 
bility to burning liquids and vegetables by a long course of 
Spartan banquets, and would himself have been blown up 
early in his career by one of the dozen peppers with which he 
now seasoned every meal. However that may be, it really 
seemed as though he could swallow molten lead without 
winking. A spoonful of those tiny live-coals called chillis 
disappeared down his throat without bringing the least addi¬ 
tional tinge of color into his sallow cheek or the suspicion of 
tears to his eyes; he always took his coffee boiling; and as 
for the catsups and sauces that we call hot and serve with 
soup or fish, it is my belief that he would have mistaken them 
for ices if they had come in his way. 

Everything within the hacienda was kept in a tidy state 
by the Senora, the few cooking-utensils bright and clean, the 
family effects disposed in an orderly fashion about the room, 
the walls of which were whitewashed regularly twice a year. 
So good a housewife was sure to have some place to store 
precious things, and accordingly in one corner there were 
some rude shelves where small packages of coffee and sugar, 
dried fruit, and what not were kept; and it was a spot that 
interested Juan and his sister more than any other, for here 
. were always to be seen one or more tall pyramids of a confec- 
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tion called peloncillos' wrapped in golden straw. How their 
eyes did glisten, to be sure, and their mouths water when the 
Senora got one down, slowly unpacked it, and then broke off 
a piece and divided it between them! This was almost sure 
to happen on Sundays, the days of their saints, the festas of 
the Annunciation and Assumption and all the great festivals, 
on San Miguel’s day, San Antonio’s day, and whenever they 
were supposed to deserve the treat. There was nothing they 
liked better, not even loaves of the fine Mexican bread known 
as pan de gloria , which they enjoyed equally in the baking 
and the eating. It was a blissful performance to watch the 
Senora get out her materials, deftly fashion each little cake in 
turn, make the sign of the cross on it, and pop it into the 
oven; it was still more delightful to see them taken out, so 
hot, brown, delicious! and to be given as many as two hands 
could hold, and to run off to the garden with them! So good 
a woman as the Senora could hardly be lacking in piety; 
every morning and evening she was wont to kneel in humble, 
fervent prayer, with little Juan on one side and Juanita on 
the other, repeating after her their puter-nosters. And if the 
children were not made to study history and geography and 
arithmetic, like most young Americans, they at least had 
before them constantly the example of their sweet mother, and 
so got by heart, in the best way possible, the first and great¬ 
est of all lessons — love to God and man. 

Near the house, on one side, was the corral , or pen 
for the sheep, with the shepherd-dogs guarding it like 

1 Pronounced pay-1 one-cily os. 
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so many trusty sentinels. On the other was the Sefiora’s 
garden, where she had lovely flowers growing or bloom¬ 
ing always, great bushes studded with oleander blossoms, 
clambering vines of jessamine or morning-glory, cacti, 
aloes, and dwarf palms. Some of the children’s most 
delightful hours were passed in this sunny, fragrant spot, 
rolling about on the ground with Amigo, caressing their 
mother’s tiny Chihuahua dogs Chula and Preciosa, making 
wreaths to fling about their necks, or playing hide-and- 
seek behind the oleanders, while the Sefiora industriously 
clipped, watered, shaded or smoked the plants, planted or 
gathered seeds, or daily plucked immense bouquets which 
a prodigal nature daily replaced. Her work done, she 
would often sit down on the steps of a rickety porch 
attached to that end of the house where shade and a 
breeze were nearly always to be found; the children and 
the little dogs would swarm somehow into her lap; and 
there she would fondle and caress them all with that 
wealth of soft labials which the Spanish language pos¬ 
sesses, or sing in a high, sweet, but, it must be confessed, 
very nasal, voice, song after song; in some of which, such 
as " El Sueno,” " Mahanitas AUegras,” ” Si yo te amo ,” 1 
the children would join. 

And now I come to the one cloud in the beautiful blue 
of that heaven on earth, — a cloud that sometimes appeared 
a mere speck for months together, and so far away that it 
was almost lost sight of, and then suddenly grew black 

1 “The dream,” “Happy mornings,” “ If I love thee.” 
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and terrible, and threatened to overspread the whole sky 
and work the most dreadful ruin and desolation. It needed 
but a look at the hacienda to tell the whole story; for 
all along its walls at regular intervals were holes through 
which to fire upon an attacking party, and the house and 
outlying buildings were inclosed in a picket-fence, with 
gaps here and there, intended to serve the same good end. 
The haunting terror, the curse of the country, was that 
it was liable to be overrun at any time by the Indians, who 
would sweep down upon it from their distant strongholds 
in the mountains, steal all the cattle and sheep they could 
find, and murder the peaceful inhabitants, men, women, 
and children, or else carry them off into a captivity so 
horrible that it was dreaded more than death. The Mex¬ 
icans, when they had any warning of the approach of the 
savages, would hastily drive their flocks and herds into 
the corrals, the poorer neighbors seeking shelter and protec¬ 
tion from the richer; but it often happened that they were 
taken wholly by surprise, and then terrible scenes ensued. 
Every hacienda was for the time converted into a fortress, 
always well provisioned, in expectation of these forays, and 
so well defended that the Indians, who were not prepared to 
lay regular siege to it with artillery, scaling-ladders, batter¬ 
ing-rams, or any of the appliances of civilized warfare, and 
who could not wait to starve the garrison out, were generally 
repulsed after a few fierce assaults. 

At the time of which I write there had been no Indian 
raids for fully eighteen months, and a feeling of perfect 
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security had gradually grown up. The flocks were growing 
larger and larger, and were every day driven farther and 
farther from the jacals 1 and haciendas in search of fresh 
pasture. Don Jose heard in Santa Rosa that all the Indians 
had been chased out of Mexico, never to return, and he 
spread the good news far and wide. Even the timid Sefiora 
Anita breathed freely at last; she no longer made herself 
unhappy when her children (as children will) strayed out 
into the surrounding country and did not come back until 
late, and she even formed the habit of sending them every day 
to carry their fathers dinner to him wherever he might be. 
It was a great weight lifted from her mind and heart, and 
never had she been busier or happier. It was true that they 
sometimes heard vaguely of Indian depredations in Texas ; 
but that was not Mexico; and was not everybody quite sure 
that all danger was over? 

But one bright, beautiful summer day, when all the 
world looked so lovely that there seemed to be no room 
for trouble or sorrow in it, a terrible thing happened that 
overwhelmed not only the Las Santas family, but many 
another, in grief unutterable. 

It came in this way. The day opened with a gorgeous 
sunrise, with splendid tints of rose and gold, which the Sefiora 
lingered to admire as she walked back to the house from the 
well in the fresh coolness of the early morning, carrying 
on her head a huge oya , 3 so nicely poised that not a drop 
of its contents brimmed over. As much could not be said 

1 Sheep-huts; pronounced hah-cals. * Earthen jar. 
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for Juan and Juanita, who, with smaller jugs, tried to imitate 
her example; for, instead of following their mother and 
making at least an attempt to achieve the same graceful, 
erect, smooth way of gliding over the ground, they ran on 
ahead, and kept turning and twisting their heads and looking 
back at her, which caused small streams of water to pour 
down their backs or laughing faces, while the Senora made 
a mild pretence of scolding them, and really rejoiced in 
their beauty, health, and happiness. The sun itself, now 
fully revealed, was not as cheerful a sight to her as her 
two merry, lovely children, and she watched all their move¬ 
ments with fondest pride and delight. Breakfast over, the 
gate of the court-yard was thrown open, and through it the 
long procession of lowing, hooking, trampling cattle pushed 
themselves and one another out into the open, followed by an 
immense flock of sheep and goats trotting meekly, bleating 
pitifully, running awkwardly to right or left in timorous 
battalions as the herders cut at them with their long whips, or 
as Don Jose’s vicious little mustang bolted in among them, 
and, feeling a pair of enormous rowels driven into its sensitive 
sides, bolted out again. The gates were then shut again and 
made fast, and those who were left behind at the hacienda 
settled down to the usual peaceful and monotonously regular 
duties of the day. 

The Senora first made some preserves, and then betook 
herself to a favorite employment, the manufacture of the 
beautiful Mexican blankets, which is one of the great indus¬ 
tries of the country. She had many difficulties to contend 
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with in making them. Her only loom was a row of wooden 
pegs driven in the walls, her spinning-wheel was almost as 
primitive, the wool from her sheep of but an indifferent 
quality; but such were her energy and womanly skill that she 
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somehow contrived to clean, card, spin, and dye very beautiful 
yarns, brilliant of hue, unfading, and of many shades. Of 
these she made, from designs of her own, handsome, durable, 
water-proof blankets, that, in spite of all the local competition, 
fetched a third more than any others in the market of Santa 
Rosa when she chose to sell them, which was not often. On 
that particular morning she finished putting * in the warp and 
woof of a serapa 1 for Don Jose, and, having filled her large 
shuttle with yarn, went hopefully to work upon the border as 
though it was to be the work of a day, instead of a year, 
thrusting the shuttle patiently in and out, in and out, between 
the threads with her slender, supple, brown fingers, and 
singing " Mananitas Allegros” more through her nose than 
ever. 

When she saw by her clock (the broad band of sun¬ 
shine streaming in at the door) that it was high noon, 
she put by her weaving, got dinner, and, while the 
children were eating, put up Don Jose’s midday repast 
in a rush basket and filled a gourd with fresh water. 
She presently despatched Juan and Juanita with these, 
following them to ,the door, and giving each a fond 
embrace as well as maternal counsels and caittions. She 
stood there watching them as they trotted briskly across 
the sun-baked court-yard, carrying the basket between 
them. Amigo, who had been taking life comfortably in 
the shade on the other side of the hacienda, dashed after 

1 A blanket having in the centre a hole through which the wearer slips his 
head. The serapa is worn by the Mexicans when they go abroad. 
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them at the last moment. The Senora got a last glimpse 
of the children’s laughing faces as they successively 
stooped and patted Amigo, looked back at her, and 
called out, ” Adios Mamacita!” (” Good-by, little 
mother!”) "Adios nirlos adorados!” ("Good-by, dar¬ 
lings ! ” ’) she replied affectionately, and kissed her hand 
to them. 

The gates closed on the outgoing trio. 

The Sefiora went back to her dinner, and then settled 
down to her work, well content to have some hours of 
uninterrupted labor to give to the serapa, which she in¬ 
tended should be the handsomest she had ever made, — 
a birthday gift for her husband. 

The children walked away westward across the sun¬ 
burnt, rock-bound plain toward the place where they knew 
they should find their father and the flock. Whenever 
the basket got too heavy for them, they stopped; and 
they were by no means in such haste as to feel debarred 
from enjoying themselves. They picked many flowers on 
their leisurely way; they spent almost three-quarters of 
an hour in watching and thwarting the innumerable com¬ 
panies of large red ants that were marching in long files 
across the country; and they applied themselves seriously 
to the work of thrusting their fingers into the large 
fissures made in the prairie by many parching months 
of excessive heat, and hollowing out a trench into which 
Amigo’s tail could be neatly fitted and then covered with 

•Literally, “ Good-by, adored children ! 11 
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earth. This was a performance of which they never tired; 
and when he had stood enough of these attempts to raise 
him in the scale of animals by depriving him of his 
caudal appendage, he would get up suddenly, shake him¬ 
self violently, as likely as not sending a small cloud of 
dust into their eyes, and stalk away good-humoredly, his 
only rebuke the dignified one of refusing to come back 
when called. It was not until Amigo had made this 
stand that the children realized how late it was growing, 
and when at last they came to the edge of the little 
thicket of mesquite trees, where Don Jose had sought 
refuge from the noonday glare, not all their voluble ex¬ 
cuses saved them from a good scolding. Their father’s 
vexation, like his appetite, was soon appeased, however. 
Juanita was soon allowed to light his pipe and to sit 
down in his lap, and Juan fell to playing with the cord 
of his father’s immense sombrero, braided and coiled about 
the brim in imitation of a snake with its tail in its mouth, 
and then tried the hat on, saying proudly, "It is not 
much too big for me, is it, Padre miof ” although it 
continually slipped down over his black curls and laughing 
eyes. Once, when this happened, Amigo growled and 
rose up and began to nose about uneasily, but laid down 
again when reproved by Don Jose, who said " That stupid 
dog doesn’t know you.” 

The day was still and sultry, and it seemed as though 
all the world was holding its breath. The scanty foliage of 
the mesquite shrubs was motionless overhead. Nothing was 
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to be seen but the sunlit plain before them stretching away 
to a semicircle of low, distant hills, a beautiful little lake 
close by reflecting the flood of light which poured down 
upon it, a few buzzards soaring with the most exquisite grace 
and repose high in the blue intensity and immensity of the 
Mexican sky. There was nothing to be heard but an occa¬ 
sional bleat from the flock brought to shade and water near 
the lake. A more perfectly tranquil, peaceful scene could 
not be imagined. Don Jose, having smoked, bethought him¬ 
self of his usual mid-day siesta, and sent the children away; 
and, nothing loath, they ran off to play under the trees with 
the kids and lambs, and to feed the shepherd-dogs. This 
took some time, during which Don Jose slept profoundly, 
having laid aside his pistols and the heavy belt in which his 
knife was stuck, and propped his gun against a tree. For, 
although he had grown careless, as people who live in perilous 
times and places are apt to do whenever there seems no im¬ 
mediate danger of losing life or property, he never dreamed 
of leaving the hacienda without being well armed. Long 
immunity from Indian raids had effaced the anxiety he had 
sometimes felt about the safety of his wife and children, and 
for himself He had no fear; but, if only from sheer force of 
habit, he would no more have thought of leaving off his knife 
or pistols than his boots when he dressed himself in the 
morning. When the children returned they found their 
father awake, refreshed, good-humored, and disposed to 
caress his little daughter, who perched again on his lap 
while he stroked her hair and admired its texture and abun- 
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dance, her large dark eyes which looked up at him, and, above 
all, her fair skin, proof of the Castilian blood of which he 
was so proud. 

" You are now six years old, are you not, Juanita mia f ” 
he said. 

"Yes, father mine. And Juan is eight,” she replied. 

" In a year, so, like this,” said Don Jose, measuring with 
his hand a certain distance from the ground; " in another, so 
— and so — and so — and so — and so,” the hand rising every 
time. 

He went on talking of the days to come, when she should 
be big enough for this and that, and succeed one by one to 
the occupations and dignities of Mexican womanhood, while 
the children listened and laughed. But he was interrupted. 
The shepherd-dogs began barking furiously, and rushed 
into the chaparral} Don Jose sprang to his'feet, armed 
himself, and seized his gun, thinking that wolves or the 
Mexican lion or leopard were attacking the flocks. The 
children nestled close to him, and he looked hesitatingly at 
them, reluctant to leave them. At that moment the sound 
of horses’ feet and wild yells came to them from the direc¬ 
tion of the lake, and they knew that the Comanches were 
upon theml It was a frightful moment, and the children 
were paralyzed by terror. But Don Jose, being an old 
woodsman, did not lose his presence of mind for one mo¬ 
ment, though he turned pale under the shock. "Run! run 
to the chaparral! hide! fly!” he called out to the children 

1 Thick and brambly underbrush. 
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in a voice of agonized earnestness; and, as they obeyed, he 
too ran, but toward the Indians, to divert their attention 
from Juan and Juanita. 

He had not gone far when a loud scream from Juanita 
told him that his ruse had failed, and, turning, he rushed 
back again, to see that three Indians had come in from that 
side, where they had probably for some time been concealed 
and watching him. 

They were so intent upon catching the children that 
they did not notice the return of the father until he fired on 
one of them and shot him through the heart. Don Jose 
then drew his pistol and began an attack on the other two, 
who were glad to take shelter behind trees from his well- 
directed fire. Taking advantage of their defeat, he seized 
a child by each hand and tried to gain the shelter of a 
dense thicket near by. But his success was only momentary, 
for fifteen or twenty Indians burst into the open ground 
and opened fire upon him. He soon fell, mortally wounded, 
but still cried out, " Run! run! ” with all the energy of his 

80Ul. 

Disobeying him for the first time in her life, Juanita 
would not leave him, but dropped down by him, threw her 
arms around his neck, and, hiding her face on his bosom, 
shrieked out her grief and terror; while poor Juan, who 
could not bear to leave either of them, added his cries to 
hers. 

The Indians closed in around the little group, and now 
began one of those terrible scenes too common in both 
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Mexico and Texas. At last even their hideous revenge 
was complete, and Juanita felt herself seized by the hair 
from the rear, and sank on her knees with a shriek of 
despair. The mother of the brave whom Don Jose had slain 
had determined to take what vengeance she could for his 
death, and began raining cruel blows on the trembling child 
at her feet. But this fresh calamity, instead of further 
subduing Juan’s spirit, seemed to have the effect of arous¬ 
ing him from a horrible dream. The squaw’s attack upon 
the little sister he loved so transported him with fury that, 
lost to every consideration of prudence or personal fear, 
he tore off a hard, dry mesquite limb from the nearest tree, 
and dealt the old Indian woman a series of blows on the 
head that came so fast and furious that she was forced to let 
Juanita go and give her whole attention to her enraged 
assailant. 

She was a woman much above the ordinary stature, 
and with her painted face, black, snaky locks, and glittering 
eyes, she might have appalled an older and bolder enemy; but 
Juan was beside himself with rage, and his very size gave him 
an advantage, for he slipped from her grasp over and over 
again, dodged here and there, struck at her when she least 
expected it, and darted about her very much as a hornet 
might have done. The odds were so great though that the 
battle must have gone against Juan had he not been suddenly 
reenforced by Amigo, who, with a savage growl, leaped 
against the squaw with all his sharp teeth showing. Utterly 
infuriated, she drew her knife and made a fierce lunge at Juan, 
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who swerved swiftly to the right, and replied with a blow 
that nearly stunned her. The Indians yelled their approval of 
his courage; and, just as she was about to spring upon him 
again like a tigress, one of the chiefs coming up, seized and 
held her firmly for a moment, shook her in reply to some 
fierce words that she muttered in her rage, and then pushed 
her down on the ground, where she lay panting and glaring 
at Juan. 

The chief now announced that he should take the children 
as his prizes, and forbade their being further injured, saying 
that Juan would make a bravo soldado (brave soldier), and 
should be received into their tribe, where he would take the 
place of the warrior they had lost. Don Jose’s flock was then 
hastily gathered, and the Indians prepared to fly with their 
booty before the Mexicans could rally and pursue them. The 
children were taken up behind two Indians, and the whole 
party pushed rapidly across the plain to the hills, where they 
took the trail and began winding up the side of the moun¬ 
tain. Arrived at a certain high point, they halted and were 
joined by some Indians stationed there to look out for 
pursuers. 

The spot commanded a beautiful view of the valley spread 
out at their feet, which was made more impressive by being 
enveloped in great part by the peculiar gloom of a fast- 
approaching storm, across which the late afternoon sun sent 
long, melancholy shafts of amber light as it reluctantly with¬ 
drew from a vain struggle with the powers of darkness. But 
there was no one to enjoy the scene. 
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The Indians exchanged a few words and nods and grunts, 
and then drove their heels into the flanks of their horses, 
impatient to get a night’s start of possible avenging rancheros. 
The children, alarmed by the way the mustangs slipped about 
on the stony hillside, clung desperately to the Indians in front 
of them, speechless with fright and misery and exhaustion. 

As they were about to move on again, Juanita looked 
down, and there, far below her in the distance, dimly seen in 
the waning light, was the hacienda. Her impulse was to 
throw herself from the horse as the first step toward reaching 
it, and she made some such movement, but was jerked back 
into place by her old enemy, the squaw. Her poor little heart 
was bursting with anguish. Holding out her arms towards 
the hacienda she broke into passionate sobs and a piteous 
cry, " Mi madrel Mi madre! ” ("O my mother! my 
mother ! ” ) 

The old squaw half turned and struck her. 

The very clouds overhead could not stand the sight of so 
much wretchedness, and let fall a great shower of pitying tears, 
shutting out the last ray of sunlight from the world, and of 
hope from the hearts of two captive and despairing children. 
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CHAPTER n. 

BY THE "WATERS OF BABYLON. 

How is it possible to paint the grief of the gentle, 
affectionate woman on whom the hand of God was so 
heavily laid! All that afternoon she sat working quickly 
and diligently with no presentiment of evil or danger to 
those she loved better than life itself. Once, it is true, a 
bird flew in the open door ; and as the Mexicans, unlike the 
Romans, do not think the flight of birds a good omen, the 
Senora crossed herself and felt the chill of superstitious fear 
for a moment; but, having driven the intruding songster and 
unpleasant thought both away, she was soon singing again 
over her serapa. It was many a long day before she sang 
again; for now first one neighbor and then another rushed 
in, ashy pale, terrified, incoherent, bringing ever more and 
more dreadful news, as the night came on, of her losses and 
theirs. Upon hearing that her husband had been killed, and 
that her children were missing, the poor soul gave one heart¬ 
rending scream, and, fainting, lay as one dead for so long 
that she was supposed at one time to have gone beyond the 
reach of sorrow. But at last the dark eyes opened again, 
and with memory came anguish unutterable. 

The thought of the children caused her more poignant 
suffering, if possible, than the fate of her husband, although 
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she had loved him and lamented him with ceaseless groans 
and tears. "Where are they? Are they murdered too, and 
their precious bodies lying all mangled and defaced out 
there? Are they living and wandering about in the night 
and storm? Oh, tell me I Where are they? Oh, my children! 
my little ones!” she cried out to the circle of sympathizers 
gathered at the hacienda, as she paced backward and for¬ 
ward weeping and wringing her hands, or cast herself 
down on the floor in despair. 

When daylight came it was she who, with old Santiago 
and one of the herders, went out into the country and 
looked everywhere for some trace of the children. But 
hours and hours of search revealed nothing except Juan’s 
hat, which had fallen off in his encounter with the squaw. 
Early as it was Don Jose’s body had been already taken up 
by the neighbors, who, with great kindness and delicacy, had 
spared her the pain of seeing him until they had prepared 
him for burial and rendered him a less horrible spectacle. 
And so, when the poor, distracted creature came back to her 
desolate home after her fruitless quest, it was to find a rigid 
figure lying in one corner of the hacienda and the good 
Padre. Garcia from Santa Rosa waiting to see her, and a 
crowd of her simple tender-hearted country-women assembled 
who broke into lamentations, and exclamations, and tears 
with ready sympathy, when they saw hen And that after¬ 
noon it was borne away by a small cavalcade of horsemen 
into Santa Rosa, where it was buried in consecrated ground 
attached to the Church of the Conception. Padre Garcia 
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said as many masses for the repose of his soul as though he 
had been the President of Mexico. A rude wooden cross 
was erected on the spot where he was killed; and, the claims 
of death on the community being satisfied, life was again 
taken up. The women who at first lingered about the 
Senora wishing to comfort her, were one by one reabsorbed 
in their own duties and interests, and dropped off from the 
hacienda. And it was just as well, for they had not the 
power, although they had the will, to help her. For one 
thing they were all agreed,— that Juan and Juanita had either 
been killed, or would be in the course of a few days, when 
the Indians should find them burdensome; and their idea of 
duty was to discourage the Senora from talking of either 
husband or children, — to convince her that there was nothing 
to be hoped. It was natural that, in the absence of proof to 
the contrary, she should cling to the belief that they were 
still alive. And this she did in spite of their well-founded 
arguments and assertions; but secretly, for she had not the 
heart to oppose them. It was only to her especial friend 
Martina da Castro that she expressed the conviction that 
had come to her in a certain way, and that never wholly 
left her in the years that followed, although she had many a 
day of deepest depression when the hope could only be 
known from despair by its tormenting lack of certainty. 
"It was the day after the interment of my husband,” she 
said, " and all was black, black within me. There was but 
one thought. Where were my children, on earth or in 
heaven? I felt that I must know, aud who could help me? 
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Who but she that was also a mother, the Blessed Virgin. 
And I thought, * she knows what she felt when she lost her 
son for but a day! She will not leave me ignorant. I will 
ask her.’ And I fell on my knees, and said fifty Hail Marys 
and fire Our Fathers, and vowed all the candles for the high 
altar, and a burro for Padre Garcia who is getting lame, 
and asked that I might only know were they alive or dead. 
And I don’t know how long it was after I had stopped 
praying with my lips, but as true as that I speak to you I 
heard a voice saying, * They are alive 1 Be comforted.’ And 
I opened my eyes, and just then the sun burst out from 
under a cloud and shone about me, and it seemed to me that 
it was the Madonna’s hair and veil I saw before me for a 
moment, just as I see you sitting there smoking. And then 
it went, and I thanked her for answering me, and got up, 
and ever since I have known it; my children are still alive.” 
K JEJs possible—JEs possible,” replied Martina, half impressed 
by what she heard, half reluctant to destroy such a comfort¬ 
ing illusion. 

And so the days went by for the Senora, days of 
sad endurance, patient toil. For some things she had 
no heart. The serapa remained unfinished. The flowers, 
uncared for, bloomed and spread, or withered and died 
as the case might be, so that the once pretty garden 
was soon the most neglected and forlorn spot about the 
place, overgrown with weeds, parched by the sun, de¬ 
serted by the Sefiora whose faith was not equal to keeping 
it up for the sake of her children. She believed them to 
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be living, indeed, but she had not been told that she 
should see them again she sadly thought, though she 
could no more help hoping it, and living it in imagination, 
than she could help breathing. The sight of the children’s 
pets was always a stab to her loving heart, but these she 
did not neglect. When a bird flew in at the door now 
she thought, " Ah! you cannot hurt me now,” and did 
not drive it away. There were no songs now in the 
hacienda , but every moment of waking thought with the 
Seiiora was an inarticulate prayer for Juan and Juanita. 
Of the boy it comforted her to remember that he was 
strong, active, courageous. If he was in captivity with 
the Indians he would not suffer as a delicate child would 
have done. He might even shield and protect his little 
sister. At thought of her Juanita, so young, timid, help¬ 
less, the Senora’s eyes always overflowed, no matter how 
often it came; and that it came very often, bringing a 
troop of other sad thoughts in its train, her tear-dimmed 
eyes and the deep lines of her sad face sufficiently attested. 
The neighbors got quite tired of seeing a face that grew 
ever sadder and sadder; and, finding themselves unable to 
dispel a melancholy as profound as it was patient, left her 
very much to herself. Some of them went farther and 
set before her the sinfulness of grieving so much. Others 
made it clear that great punishments always came close 
upon the heels of great sins. Even Martina, the tender¬ 
hearted and sympathetic, begged her earnestly to give up 
the foolish idea she had taken up of seeing her children 
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again, when she must know now that they were dead 
and in paradise with their father. She had known it al¬ 
ways; and, for her part, had often prayed for the repose of 
their souls. The Madonna and all the saints would be 
greatly displeased by such a want of resignation. 

To all this the Senora, who could neither recall her 
terrible sins nor forget her terrible sorrows, had but one 
reply, — deep sighs, looks of unspeakable weariness, tears 
that were ever rising, but not often shed. 

"You are very obstinate,” said Martina, at last; "your 
silence does not deceive me! You still believe the mftos 
are living.” 

" Si , Si! Es verdad,” confessed the Senora, humbly. 

" Then, if they are alive, where are they? Why haven’t 
they come back? Respond. Tell me — you,” said Mar¬ 
tina, severely. 

"God knows! God protect them!” cried the Senora, 
and fell to weeping passionately. 

As for the rancheros that had followed the Indians, 
they soon returned. 

The pursuit of Comanches by Mexicans at any time 
is very like that of a hawk by a canary; but when to their 
genius for predatory incursions, their bold, unexpected at¬ 
tack, paralyzing blows, and swift retreat, the Indians add 
the advantage of twelve hours’ start in flight, one might 
as well expect to overtake a thunderbolt. When the ran¬ 
cheros were clattering over the stony streets of Santa 
Rosa in the early morning, the Indians felt themselves al- 
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ready out of danger, and were leisurely taking their way 
toward the Rio Grande with the intention of crossing it 
and going up to the head-waters of the Colorado, in 
northern Texas, their pied-a-terre, — one hesitates to say 
home, a word full of sacred and civilized associations hav¬ 
ing little in common with the mountain-lair in which these 
savages spent the intervals between their murderous forays. 
But, like Issachar, these wandering tribes know where to 
crouch as well as when to spring, and there is no more 
beautiful country than that lying between the two great 
rivers, the Brazos and the Colorado, where they enter the 
Llanos Estacados, — a country of bold canons and lovely 
valleys abounding in game, bears, deer, turkeys, antelopes; 
with wild bees swarming in every rocky cliff, and feeding 
upon the wild plum, which blooms there in great variety 
of color and size, or the wild-grape, which perfumes the 
air for miles with its delicate, delicious odor. Near one 
of the many clear lakes that industrious beavers have 
created throughout that region, a tranquil sheet of water 
overshadowed by tall cotton-wood trees and graceful wil¬ 
lows, with silvery many-tailed fish leaping, gliding, wind¬ 
ing in its cool depths, the Comanches came at last to a 
full halt, after a journey that had sorely tried their little 
captives. The horses, cattle, and sheep they had stolen 
were turned out to pasture, as were the jaded animals they 
had ridden. There was nothing to do now but to eat, 
sleep, rest, and get ready for another raid on the frontier 
settlements. 
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They arrived at night, and the children, half dead with 
fatigue, were taken to the lodge of their protector, old 
Shaneco, where they at once dropped off into a sleep of pro¬ 
found exhaustion that lasted ten hours. When Juanita 
opened her eyes next morning she was quite dazed, and 
could not at first make out where she was. The first object 
that she saw was a familiar one. It was Amigo, who had 
spent the night curled up at her head, and now advancing, 
with a tail all wagging friendliness, poked his cold nose 
into her face and began to lick her right cheek. Juanita 
pushed him away and sat up rubbing her eyes. She then 
began to look about her, and her glance wandered from 
Juan, who was near her, still asleep, to the skins stretched 
over poles, that formed the walls of the lodge, to Shaneco, 
snoring loudly opposite, a great heap of buckskin and 
blanket merely, apparently. Her mind was still lingering 
confusedly among these details when her eyes fell upon 
Shaneco’s gun, and bow and quiver placed within easy 
reach of his hand, and then out upon the open space in 
front of the lodge, where a squaw was building a fire. In 
a flash the past came back to her, and she was throbbing 
with tumultuous emotions, — love, grief, fear, despair. But, 
young as she was, she had already learned a measure of 
self-control from the experience of the last few days, in 
which cries and tears had always been followed by blows, 
so she only shrank back into the corner again. As she sat 
there in dumb misery, not daring to move or speak, much 
less sob, she happened to look down, and there, withered, 
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bereft of every petal, and stripped of every leaf, was the 
bare stalk of the osage-plume she had pinned securely in 
her dress the morning she left the hacienda, as she and 
Juan were walking over the prairie. This brought such 
a hitter memory of her mother, home, happiness, that the 
tears would come now, and she made noise enough to wake 
Juan, if not the chief, although she made several convulsive 
efforts at repression. Juan put his arm about her and called 
her his ” querida hermanita ,” kissed and embraced her, and 
did all he could to soothe her, and even Amigo understood 
that something was wrong, thrust his rough head against 
her shoulder, looked up into her face and whined un¬ 
easily. The truth was that Amigo had had his misgivings 
from the first about this Comanche business. When the 
children were put upon the horses he perfectly comprehended 
that it was not the proper place for them, and barked 
furiously for a while. But, having put his disapproval of 
the proceeding on record, and finding that no one paid the 
slightest, attention to his remonstrance, he very sensibly 
held his peace, and, during the journey that followed, trotted 
patiently in the wake of the company, determined, no doubt, 
to be the guardian and protector of Juan and Juanita, come 
what might. The three friends were still comforting each 
other by love expressed as plainly in Amigo’s eyes as 
by Juan’s lips, and still caressing each other, when the squaw 
glanced in and saw them. She beckoned to the children 
to come outside. They obeyed; and, picking up a piece of 
wood, she pointed toward a thicket at a little distance, and 
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made them understand that they were to go and get the 
fuel she needed. Not knowing that she wanted dry mesquite, 
they picked up the first branches they saw lying on the 
earth, and ran back with them; but, if they expected the 
praise and thanks that they always got when they rendered 
the Seiiora any trifling service, they were sadly undeceived. 
They received a kick apiece instead, and were sent back 
to repair what the squaw considered an unpardonable piece 
of stupidity, for the Comanches use mesquite alone for fires 
whenever it is to be had, partly because it makes a very 
hot fire, but chiefly because it yields so little smoke. In 
that pure, clear atmosphere smoke can be seen at a great 
distance, and would betray their whereabouts to their enemies, 
the whites, or to other Indian tribes with which they are 
constantly at war. 

The children came back the second time with their 
arms full of mesquite, and were then given their first lesson 
in Comanche house-keeping, and taught how to build a fire 
a VIndien, and this more by example than precept, for, 
although Mrs. Shaneco gave the most voluble directions all 
during the operation they could not, of course, understand a 
word that she said. What she did was this: First she went 
down on her knees and scooped out a small hole in the 
earth. In this she laid little short pieces of mezquite, piling 
them up sugar-loaf fashion, and adding a few more at a time 
as the first supply burnt out until the fire was as large and 
as hot as she thought desirable. The little Mexicans watched 
her with the interest children always feel in anything of the 
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kind, and it was well that they paid strict attention to what 
was going on; for, after that morning, Shaneco’s wife never 
condescended to so much as set the fire off with her flint-and- 
steel unpatented match-box, and any failure in this or in any 
other of the daily duties required of them was always severely 
punished. Old Shaneco was never cruel to them, and was 
sometimes even kind, but his young wife was a shrew, and 
a hard task-mistress to two children who were accustomed 
to do very much what they pleased and had never known 
what it was to be harshly treated. They suffered so much, 
indeed, from the hardship of their new life and from home¬ 
sickness and the utter want of anything like kindness or 
sympathy, that, if this had been all, they could not have been 
other than deeply unhappy; but when to this was added 
slavery, endless tasks, constant beatings, it is no wonder that 
they were utterly wretched and felt that they could not bear 
it. The poor, foolish little rebels could think of no way 
but one out of their troubles, and that was to run away. 
They ran away, accordingly, and were of course almost im¬ 
mediately recaptured, and so dreadfully punished that they 
were in no hurry to repeat the experiment. The desire for 
freedom, the passionate longing to return home, remained, 
indeed, and strengthened as time went on; but they had been 
taught by their recent experience how completely they were 
in the power of their enemies, and dimly realized that they 
would have to be a good deal older, wiser, stronger, be¬ 
fore they could cope successfully with them. The image 
of the Senora, alone and ever sorrowful, never left the 
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children, however, and, like her, they were constantly picturing 
to themselves a joyful reunion. They talked of it when they 
were alone, and together made their simple plans for bring¬ 
ing it about. " I will learn all that I can from the Indians, and 
when we get big we will give them the slip, and if they over¬ 
take us I will kill four or five chiefs, and the others will get 
frightened and run away, and then I will take you to our 
mother, and say, 'Here is Juanita, brought back to you,’” 
Juan would say with naif braggadocio. " And I will look 
everywhere for blackberries, and save them up to eat on the 
way. But you must wait until some time when Casteel is 
on the war-path. I am so afraid of Casteel,” Juanita would 
reply. 

" I am not afraid of Casteel. If he fools with me I will 
run a spear in him, and shoot him, and cut off his head,” said 
Juan with more spirit than truth; for he was afraid of Casteel, 
only the encounter was an imaginary one, and, like his elders 
he naturally wished to make a good figure in it. 

It has been seen though that Juan was a bold, courageous 
lad; and, happily, he was not long enough under the cruel 
rule of Shaneco’s wife to lose this fine natural temper and 
develop into a timid, cowed creature, afraid of everything; for, 
in the second year of their captivity, she died, greatly to the 
relief of Shaneco as well as the children, for if ever Indian was 
henpecked it was that redoubtable warrior. After this things 
went more smoothly at the lodge. Instead of being treated 
as captives, Juan and his sister were now made as much a part 
of the tribe as though they had been born in it, and Shaneco 
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may be said to have directed their education, which, if different 
from that of civilized children, was far more valuable to our 
little Mexicans than any Paris or London could have afforded, 
as will appear later, and founded on sounder principles than 
those of many civilized parents and guardians, since it was 
admirably suited to their needs, and fitted these young savages 
perfectly for the life they were to lead. Truth to tell, Shaneco 
had gradually come to feel an interest in, and some affection 
for, the white-faced little girl, whose gentle, pretty ways, 
obedience, and youth disarmed hostility, and for the intelligent 
boy, who was so eager to learn all that he could teach, that it 
is a wonder that no suspicion of what was in Juan’s mind ever 
entered his astute teacher’s brain. The children were now 
much happier, and showed it, which doubtless gave him the 
idea that they were quite reconciled to the prospect of becom¬ 
ing Comanches, and had forgotten or would soon forget all 
about their old home. And another thing that fastened the 
conviction that his plans for his little captives were succeed¬ 
ing was the sheer impossibility of their getting away. He 
knew, although the children did not, all the difficulties that 
would attend any attempt to reach the settlements, perils great 
enough to daunt the bravest man, — a wilderness of three 
hundred miles to traverse; hunger, thirst, exposure, ending in 
almost certain death, either by starvation or violence from sav¬ 
age tribes, or wild beasts scarcely more savage. After the first 
futile effort, at escape, with its unpleasant results, he thought 
they would submit to the inevitable, and, having learned to 
endure, would end by embracing the nomadic life. That two 
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little children without horses, arms, or older companions, should 
dream of taking such a journey never occurred to him, and 
indeed, if they had been anything except children, and, as such, 
ignorant of its dangers and risks, they never would have enter¬ 
tained the idea for a moment. But, having come to them, it 
struck ever deeper and deeper roots until it became a fixed 
resolve; and, even when some of the difficulties of the under¬ 
taking became known to them, as they grew older, they 
refused to recognize them as insurmountable, and would not 
give up the long-cherished plan. Even among his Indian 
playfellows Juan soon became conspicuous for his activity and 
endurance, his strength, courage, and skill, whether shown in 
running, leaping, swimming, wrestling, climbing, or in more 
serious occupations. Shaneco often felt proud of him, though 
he never said so, at least to Juan, who yet understood the 
grunt of approval and the gleam of warmth that came in the 
cold eyes when he ran like a lizard up to the very top of a 
fine cotton-wood, and then dropped swiftly from branch to 
branch, until he lightly sprang to earth and stood again by 
Shaneco’s side, radiant and breathless; or borrowed the 
chief’s bow and arrow for a moment, and made a shot that 
would not have disgraced any man in the tribe. Naturally a 
manly lad, he took very kindly to the hardy, open-air life, and 
had, besides, set himself in earnest to excel, while Shaneco, 
seeing only the result, not the motive, thought that wisdom 
was justified of her children, and would turn an " I told you 
so!” glance upon Casteel, who had been of the capturing 
party, and had been opposed to taking any prisoners, was 
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opposed to the introduction of any foreign element into the 
tribe, and would have knocked either of the children on the 
head, as soon as fill his pipe, had they not possessed a powerful 
protector. Many a kick and cuff did he give them as it was, 
and there was a restrained brutality in his manner to them 
that quite subjugated Juanita and made her tremble when 
she heard his step. It was chiefly owing to his counsels and 
distrust that Juan was never allowed to carry any weapon 
except a toy-bow and its arrows, with which, however, he 
practised incessantly, and became so expert that the more 
good-natured of the warriors willingly lent him their bows 
occasionally, taking care to keep an eye on him all the 
while. 

A bow was indispensable to a warrior, and a good one 
considered equivalent in value to a well-trained war-horse. 
This may seem strange, but was owing to the fact that much 
time, trouble, and skilled labor go to the making of one. 
It fell to the lot of the old men of the tribe to make them; 
and, although they did nothing else, it was no sinecure. 
Juan was never tired of watching them at work upon 
them and took the keenest interest in the result obtained, 
until Casteel one day forbade his being permitted to look 
on and sent him to the right-about. Mulberry wood was 
generally used for the bow, and the process of preparing 
it was a very tedious one, for it had to be slowly sea¬ 
soned, and in the shade, to keep it from cracking open. 
When sufficiently dry and mellow it was repeatedly rubbed 
with rattlesnake-oil, and gradually worked into various shapes 
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and lengths, the lower part being made the size of the arrow, 
and notched that it might be the more securely bound with 
sinew, the points having pieces of hoop-iron nicely and 
securely adjusted and filed as sharp as a knife-blade, the 
bow-string being made of sinew from the back of a deer or 
buffalo. Switch dog-wood or wild china was used for the 
arrows. Bundles of the proper length being cut, tied in 
bunches, and seasoned, the bark was peeled off, and the ar¬ 
rows run between two rough sandstones having a half-circle 
cut out of each piece. By putting the arrow back and forth 
in this primitive turning-lathe it was gradually made per¬ 
fectly smooth and round, and then had only to be pointed 
and feathered. 

The more proficient Juan got with his toy-bow the more 
discontented he grew with its limited capacities, and the more 
he longed for his ideal bow, which was one like Shaneco’s, 
made of the best wood, without a flaw or knot in it, light, and 
strong as steel, yet elastic, with its quiver beautifully orna¬ 
mented with beads and eagle-feathers and the claws of a 
lion and grizzly bear; full, moreover, of the best arrows, 
striped in gaudy colors, and prettily feathered with the 
feathers of the yellow-hammer. It was true that he had 
killed many a quail, rabbits, squirrels, and small game with¬ 
out end, and knocked the feathers out of a wild turkey, hut 
what was that, compared with what he could do if he only 
had a proper bow? The very sight of Shaneco’s filled him 
with envious irritation. All his sport in the present and 
hopes for the future depended on his getting such a one, 
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and it was a problem that he was always trying to solve. He 
spent hours in thinking about it; sighed profoundly to think 
that he had no war-horse to give in exchange for one; knew 
that he had not the skill to make one, nor the chance; begged 
for one repeatedly, only to be invariably refused; despaired 
of getting one, and was always pouring his woe and want, 
and grievous disappointment into Juanita’s sympathetic 
bosom. "How am I ever to take you home with this thing? ” 
he would say, kicking his bow contemptuously away a yard 
or two. 

" Sh! speak Spanish! ” she replied, looking anxiously 
around to see whether they were overheard. Both had 
rapidly picked up the Comanche tongue, and only reverted to 
their own when they were alone. " It is not such a bad bow. 
I shot a rabbit with it this morning. And it is all you have 
got,” she added. 

"But don’t I tell you that we shall be prisoners forever, 
unless I can get a better?” he said, impatiently. 

"Be patient, Juan; perhaps Shaneco will teach you 
how to make one, or give you one,” she said, to cheer 
him. 

"No, no! That he never will>” he replied, disconsolately. 
" What shall I do?” And Juan was right. Shaneco taught 
him a great many things, — how to snare quail or rabbits; 
how to fish and shoot; how to imitate the cry of wild turkeys; 
how to follow an enemy’s trail and keep him from returning 
the compliment; how to travel by night from the stars, and 
by day from the sun and the moss growing on the trees, and 


Digitized by Google 



BY THE WATERS OF BABYLON. 


53 


much wood-craft, beside, but never let him have a bow such 
as he coveted, — showed displeasure, finally, when urged to 
grant the request. There was nothing for it but to bide his 
time; and, afraid of rousing suspicion, Juan at last dropped 
the subject altogether, but was none the less resolved to get 
that bow. 

The months were running away meanwhile, and the 
years. The Senora’s heart was sick, indeed, with the pain 
of a hope that was dying day by day; but that she felt 
it would be death to relinquish altogether. "No news! No 
news of my children! ” was the thought that met her when she 
opened her eyes every morning, that tugged at her heart¬ 
strings all day, and did not always leave her when she laid 
down at night; for she often dreamed of wandering over the 
world in search of her lost darlings whom he could not find, 
and of whom she could hear nothing. 
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CHAPTER III. 

FREE AG AES'! 

The fourth year of their captivity found Juan and 
Juanita well-grown, strong children, perfectly healthy, as 
rough and tough as the cubs they had stolen from a bear, and 
almost equally wild and brown. If the consuming desire of 
their mother’s heart could have been gratified, and she could 
have seen them, she would certainly never have recognized 
her fair, refined-looking children in the young barbarians who 
were hardly to be distinguished from their Indian playmates. 

And if Don Jose (himself now an ancestor) ever looked 
down on the last representatives of the ancient Maria Cruz de 
las Santas family, he must have been shocked; indeed prob¬ 
ably disputed their identity, and disowned them altogether. 
It was well that the Senora did not see them. She would 
have been afflicted by a thousand things to which they had 
grown quite accustomed, and had, indeed, ceased to regard as 
evils. Her children were now as dirty, as daring, as tattered 
and nondescript in costume, as well able to conjugate the two 
auxiliary verbs of the Comanche as of the Russian tongue — 
to steal and to lie (vide a Russian writer) —as any Indian of 
them all, and were, consequently, in high favor with the tribe. 
It is not wonderful that the little captives preserved but few 
of the habits and traditions of their country and family. The 
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sign of the cross was all that remained of what they had 
learned, at their mother’s knee, of religion, and this was only 
remembered when they were in great straits. Their Spanish 
was getting quite rusty from disuse. Gentleness and polite¬ 
ness were not a la mode in the society in which they found 
themselves, and, if only in self-defence, had to be abandoned. 
As for cleanliness, not only, as the ancients knew, is dirt a 
painless evil ” to children, who, in this, are all natural savages, 
but if they had been ever so much inclined to be dainty, such 
refinements as baths, soap, brushes, were out of the question, 
and so the poor little Cruz de las Santas were not even ” ordi¬ 
nary Mexicans,” but most extraordinary ones. 

One thing they had not lost, and that was their love 
for their mother. This was their salvation. Without it 
they would have become part and parcel of the tribe 
into which they had been adopted. The vine-clad ha¬ 
cienda, the garden, the flocks, — all the features of their 
old life had grown misty and unreal, and they had be¬ 
come interested to a certain extent in their actual 
surroundings, and enjoyed the free, wild life they were 
leading. But, when most contented, the thought of their 
mother kept alive the wish to return to civilization; her 
sweet face and tender love were still clearly mirrored in 
their hearts and minds. They loved to talk of her, of 
what she had done and was doing, of her sadness and 
loneliness, and most of all of the joy that would be hers 
when they returned. Yet it is probable that they would 
have deferred any attempt to carry out this haunting 
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vision for some time, — perhaps in that time have lost all 
desire to carry it out, — but for one of those occurrences 
that look on the surface like an accident. 

Juan and Casteel, who had never been friends, got 
into a violent quarrel one day about some game that the 
former had shot and the latter seized. It ended in Juan’s 
getting a beating; and, on his complaining to Shaneco 
of his wrongs, he got no redress or satisfaction. This 
fanned Juan’s latent dissatisfaction into a flame. Infuri¬ 
ated by Casteel’s taunts and cruelty, and Shaneco’s ap¬ 
parent indifference, which in reality was intended to make 
him duly submissive to his elders, and maintain tribal 
discipline, he laid awake all that night, indulging in the 
most revengeful, furious thoughts, and trying to make 
some plans for punishing his enemy. But with the morn¬ 
ing light came enough soberness to show him the folly of 
pitting himself against Casteel; and, in the fit of disgust 
that followed, the memory of his mother’s affection and 
indulgence naturally came back to him with redoubled 
force, and crystallized the fluctuating emotions and desires 
of the last few years into a fixed intention to make an¬ 
other effort to escape from the Comanches as soon as 
possible. 

Having made this resolve, he was eager to communi¬ 
cate it to Juanita who was overjoyed to hear it, and 
agreed to everything that he proposed. Innumerable con¬ 
ferences followed between them, and both began to pre¬ 
pare in earnest for the undertaking. "Oh, if we only had 
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horses!” she said to him one day when they had been 
discussing ways and means. "We could gallop, and 
gallop, and gallop away so fast.” 

"Horses! nonsense,” said Juan, who knew the un¬ 
erring certainty with which his foes would take his trail, 
and, in a few hours at most, recapture them. "Do you 
want to be — ? ” making a swift circle about her head 
to indicate scalping. "We must leave on foot, and at 
night. I don’t want horses; but I must have a bow, and 
I mean to get one, Nita. I have thought of a plan. 
You will see! ” 

In about a week Juan’s preparations were complete; and, 
going in search of his sister one morning, he found her 
watching a game of hunt-the-slipper, which, with certain 
variations and additions, is extremely popular among the 
Indians, and played by old and young. On this occasion 
two braves were absorbed in it, and there was a ring of 
interested spectators looking on. Eight moccasins were 
spread out on the ground in front of a young warrior 
who took a bullet in his right hand and passed it 
swiftly under the soles of the moccasins above and 
around them, until he contrived to drop it into one un¬ 
perceived. His opponent was then required to guess where 
it was. If he failed he paid a forfeit; if he succeeded 
he gained the stake. Each had a pile of blankets, buf¬ 
falo-robes, and what not beside them, and they had been 
gambling for hours, while two old warriors squatted down 
near them, rattling dried peas in a gourd, and keeping 
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up a droning chant that was utterly hideous and dis¬ 
cordant. "When Juan joined the lookers-on the situation 
was exciting, although no noisy demonstration showed 
that the Indians felt it to be such. A very handsome 
Mexican blanket was at stake, and Casteel was takix^g 
a good deal of time to consider the important question 
that would decide whether it should be his or not. 

"Can’t you see where it is? Where are your eyes, you 
bat?” said Juan, tauntingly, after a long silence. 

" Where is it, my fox ? Tell me that, and you can take 
this, the best blanket I have,” Casteel scornfully replied, lay¬ 
ing his hand on one that was partly visible under a buffalo- 
robe, and pulling it out in full view. 

" It is under the flap of the third moccasin,” said Juan, 
whose quick eye had noticed a very slight bulge on the inside 
of that shoe, the nearest to Casteel, skilfully chosen by his 
adversary on the principle that the best place to conceal any¬ 
thing is immediately under the nose of the person who is 
looking for it. Casteel gave a most disdainful grunt, and, 
on hearing it, Juan stooped down and drew forth the bullet, 
saying, triumphantly, " Here it is! Give me my blanket.” 

The spectators shouted. Casteel drew his knife by way 
of reply, and the next moment Juan’s knife also flashed in the 
sunlight. But this time Shaneco upheld Juan, made Casteel 
yield, gave the blanket in dispute to its owner, who seized 
Juanita by the arm and hurried her away to the wood. 

"I have got a blanket now,” he said to her, joyously, 
when they were out of ear-shot, " and a flint and steel, and 
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some punk to kindle our fires, and some fish-hooks, and a 
little corn, and a wallet of dried meat. I am all ready. What 
have you got ? ” 

For answer Nita (as her family and we shall call her for 
convenience’ sake) ran to a certain spot, tore away eagerly the 
leaves that apparently filled a hollow stump, and brought 
back quite a little supply of dried meat that she had saved, 
together with some nuts and other things that Juan rejected, 
after which they had a long talk in which it was settled that 
they should leave that night, just before midnight, when the 
moon would be rising; that Juan was to keep awake and give 
Nita the signal by laying his hand on her face; and that once 
out of the Indian encampment they would travel south-west 
until daylight, and then hide until night came again. 

"I have found out where Mexico is,” said Juan. "I pre¬ 
tended to Mazo (a playmate) that I thought it was due north, 
and quarrelled with him about it, and he told me not only the 
direction in which it lies, but a great deal beside that he has 
heard from the braves. Wasn’t that sharp of me ? Don’t 
you be frightened, Nita. I will take care of you. You can 
just go to sleep to-night, and I will call you when the time 
comes.” 

The weather was warm and pleasant, and the Indians 
were sleeping in the open without shelter of any kind, so 
that it was not a question of stealing away from Shaneco 
alone, but from all the tribe. When Juan and Nita laid down 
as usual, side by side, near their protector, they were so ex¬ 
cited that it seemed easy enough to stay awake any number 
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of hours, all night, indeed. But when two hours had gone 
by, in which the tension of feeling had relaxed more and more 
in the perfect stillness and quiet that prevailed, little Nita’s 
eyes would not stay open any longer, and soon her soft, regu¬ 
lar breathing told Juan that she was fast asleep. 

He kept awake a long time after this, listening to every 
sound, wondering if the people about him were awake 
or asleep, thinking impatiently that the moon would never 
rise. From this his thoughts wandered to the journey he 
was about to take, and a thousand other things. Shaneco’s 
huge figure got more and more indistinct, and a cricket 
chirped in his very ear now without rousing him. He was 
wandering over a wide, wide plain, he forded streams, he 
was lost in the woods, he fled from the Indians who were 
on his trail, whose wild yell sent him up into a sitting 
posture. In short, he, too, slept; and when he could 
collect his senses he found that the yell of his troubled 
dream came from an owl that had perched in the tree 
above him, and given him the friendly warning he needed 
so much. He was about to get up, knowing that there 
was no time to be lost, when the voices of two or three 
Indians reached him and warned him to be cautious. 
They were talking and jesting about the owl, and it was 
quite half an hour before all was quiet again. Another 
time old Shaneco turned over, just as he was thinking 
of starting, and another interval of impatient waiting had 
to be endured. At last it seemed to Juan that the mo¬ 
ment had come. He had no difficulty about Juanita for 
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the owl had aroused her too, and she was wide-awake, 
waiting for the signal agreed upon, in fear and trembling. 
Juan gently pressed her hand. They both sat up and 
looked about them. The camp was as quiet as the grave. 
Only the south wind gently rustled in the tree-tops, and 
carried a few dead leaves around in a miniature whirlpool 
a few feet away. Every creature about them was wrapped 
in profound sleep. After some moments of keen scrutiny 
of the dark forms dimly visible on all sides, Juan looked 
at Nita and pointed to the east where the stars were 
paling, and a faint, green flush admonished him to be off 
before a flood of golden light was poured upon every 
part of the valley. They quietly arose. Juan stepped 
lightly to the old chiefs head, stretched out his hand, 
and took down the long-coveted bow and quiver. At 
last it was his! According to the Comanche code he was 
not doing anything disgraceful, — behaving quite creditably 
on the contrary. But all the same his naturally generous 
and affectionate nature made him feel some compunction 
when he glanced down at the unconscious Shaneco and 
remembered that he had always been kind to him. It 
would have been such an unmixed pleasure to steal 
Casteel’s bow! A bow he must have, though, and what 
a beauty this one was, to be sure! As he was about to 
move away with it, a lizard that had got in the quiver 
jumped down and scampered off across the grass. Shaneco 
muttered in his sleep, turned over on his back and threw 
one arm up over his head. Juan was terribly frightened; 
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but he had the presence of mind not to move or make 
any exclamation. He kept perfectly still and held his 
breath; but his heart, beat so loudly that he thought it 
must betray him. As for Juanita she shook like an aspen- 
leaf, but did not cry out or run away. After a moment 
Juan tipped noiselessly back again. Seeing his own bow 
and quiver at his feet he picked them up and gave them 
to Juanita, who slung the bow around her neck. He then 
seized his wallet, and picked his way carefully between 
the sleeping warriors that surrounded them, she following. 
When they were nearly out of camp he took her 
cold, little hand in his to reassure her. Just then a 
warrior coughed, and both started as though they had 
been shot. But nothing came of it, and they were soon 
skirting the wood where all their councils of war had 
been held, taking advantage of the dark shadows it cast 
in some places, and noticing that the tops of the trees 
alone were now glistening in the moonlight which meant 
that it was very late, and that they must make all possible 
haste. As they scurried along in the uncertain light they 
fully realized that they had deliberately defied one of the 
most warlike and merciless tribes that this continent has 
ever had in all its length and breadth; and as Juanita 
looked back fearfully over her shoulder from time to time 
she imagined that she saw pursuers in every bush and 
tree, and even urged Juan to go back before their flight 
was discovered. 

But once outside the camp his courage rose, and he 
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time they find out that we have run away, we shall be far, far 
away, and they will not overtake us. And if they do, I will 
not let them hurt you.” Juanita was not particularly reas¬ 
sured, but said nothing, and they walked on rapidly in silence 
for some time. The wind blew fresh and sweet full in 
their faces, the moon had slowly died out of the clear heavens, 
and in the east the light had deepened gradually until all the 
sky was a miracle of ethereal loveliness. If the fugitives 
looked often at it, it was with no appreciation of its exquisite 
tints of rose and gold, but because the day of probable discov¬ 
ery and recapture seemed to be coming all too fast. They had 
been travelling about an hour, and, urged alike by love and 
fear, had put considerable distance between themselves and 
the camp. Juanita was even beginning to feel hopeful, when 
suddenly they heard a dog bark. It sounded so near that they 
thought the Indians were already upon them, and in a dread¬ 
ful fright took to their heels and ran like lapwings for miles, 
indeed until, from sheer exhaustion, they were obliged to stop. 
Even in this race for life Juan did not forget one of old 
Shaneco’s lessons; whenever he could do so, he chose the 
dry, rocky bed of a creek, in order that his trail might be 
lost, or only found with great difficulty after much loss 
of time. At last, panting and quite spent, they stopped to 
get their breath, encouraged to do so by the thought that 
they had outrun or baffled their pursuers. As soon as 
possible Juan pushed on to a range of low hills, from one 
of which he began to reconnoitre his position. He saw in 
the distance a valley through which ran two dark lines 
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made by live-oak and elm trees. The one that led off to 
the south followed the course of a large creek, which he 
knew lay in his way, and had been on the look-out for; so 
he cheerily explained to Nita that he knew exactly where 
he was, and that he should make a bee-line for the creek, 
where they could rest and hide themselves until the fol¬ 
lowing night. Very soon after this they came upon a 
small creek, and had not to wait until they got to the 
larger one for a drink, for they had followed it but a 
short distance when they spied a deep water-hole. Eager 
to quench their thirst, they raced up to it, stooped down, 
and began to drink, but were again startled by a loud 
barking and howling, and some noise as to which they 
were uncertain, so close to them as to renew all their ter¬ 
rors for a moment. The next instant Juan distinguished 
the howling of a gang of coyotes, which was answered 
by a loud chorus of gobbles from the turkeys roosting, as 
usual, in the trees above the water. Great was their 
relief; but these sounds reminded them that they must 
press on, being sure indications of the approach of day. 
The imperative necessity of finding some hiding-place for¬ 
bade their resting, and they hurried on down the bed of 
the stream, walking altogether on the stones until they 
got to the place where it intersected the main, or Hunt¬ 
ers’ Creek, when they turned into that. The coyote 
concert still continued, and to the turkey chorus was 
rapidly added other sounds, such as the hooting of owls, 
the twitter of other birds, the chirp of insects. Pos- 
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sessed more and more by fear of their pursuers, as the 
sun rose higher and higher, the children ran on with all 
their speed, glancing to the right and left as they went, 
to see if they could find a place that seemed likely to 
shelter them, two desperate, hunted creatures. Finally 
Juan came to a spot where a little brook emptied into 
the main creek, and there, a few hundred yards distant, 
was an immense oak-tree in full leaf, its friendly limbs 
stretching out far and wide, and dropping low as if 
eager to offer them an asylum. Juan had never so much 
as heard of the royal fugitive who once fled to the 
heart of an oak for shelter ; but he had often hidden in 
one for amusement, and he now turned into the brook, 
ran up the bank, clambered up on the lowest limb, gave 
Nita his hand to help her up, and was soon ensconced 
in a fork, or rather juncture of several large limbs with 
the main trunk, which he made more comfortable by 
wrenching off some small limbs and branches that were 
dead, and improvising a sort of rustic sofa. Now, at 
least, they could draw a long breath, completely concealed, 
as they knew themselves to be, by a dense foliage, in 
comparative safety. Only comparative, for they knew the 
wonderfully trained sight of their enemies would soon give 
them some clew as to the direction of their flight, and 

» 

that they would be tracked with all the cunning and 
almost supernatural sagacity which the Indians possess. 

They strained their eyes and ears for a long while after 
this, looking and listening, but saw nothing, heard only the 
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latticed box made by undergrowth) once or twice in a lifetime. 
This was one of the coyote concerts of which I have spoken, 
and a droll performance it was, although conducted with great 
formality and deliberation. Juan and Nlta, being concealed 
from view, had the full benefit of it. About twenty wolves 
constituted the troupe, and were soon grouped on the sward 
beneath them. "When the proper time came their leader gave 
out one, low, sad note, as if to command attention, very much 
as the leader of an orchestra raises his baton and looks around 
at the musicians under his authority. Then the other wolves 
gathered about him in a circle, but all facing him. Then 
one wolf opened with a tenor howl of most piercing quality, 
and was joined in regular succession by the basso, contralto, 
soprano, alto, baritone, and so on until the whole pack was in 
full cry, each performer giving his whole mind apparently 
to his own score, and all keeping time by jumping up and 
down on their fore-feet with their noses lifted high in the air. 
This last was doubtless a mute expression of the opinion each 
artist had of his neighbor’s performance, and increases the 
likeness of the whole to our musical entertainments. These 
were familiar strains to Juan and Juanita; but it was one 
thing to hear them in an Indian camp and quite another out 
in the woods. Nita grew pale when she heard the unearthly 
long-drawn howls of the wolves below her answered by a 
prolonged wailing note from a gaunt old lobos in the distance. 
"Only hear them, Juan! They are like demons in purga¬ 
tory,” she said, and shrank close to her brother’s side. They 
had the satisfaction of seeing the pack slink off as soon as they 
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had gone through the programme for the occasion, and now the 
fatigue and excitement they had undergone began to make 
itself felt. The relaxation of the moment, their weariness, the 
soft murmur of the rustling leaves about them, — all combined 
to make them drowsy, and, finally, both children fell asleep. 

They were awakened by a well-known voice that filled 
them with dread, for they could not but believe they had been 
followed and their hiding-place discovered. And so it had 
been; but by a dear and faithful friend, instead of a cruel en¬ 
emy,— in short, Amigo! Missing them in the early dawn, 
he had taken their trail, unobserved by the Indians, and had 
unerringly followed them to the foot of that oak. Puzzled 
by the sudden end of the trail, he began to whine and gave a 
few short barks, and a great fright to the children. He knew 
that they could not be far off, but where ? 

As for them, when they found that he had organized an 
independent search of his own, they were delighted; for they 
had been feeling very lonely and desolate, and that honest, 
loving face was a cordial to their hearts, and seemed to bring 
them fresh hope and strength. The next moment came the 
thought that if he were to begin barking again it would cer¬ 
tainly attract the attention of the Indians, if any were in the 
neighborhood. Juan parted the leaves, looked down, and 
spoke to Amigo in a low, stern voice; and if ever a dog 
laughed from Mother Hubbard’s time until now, Amigo did 
when he saw those two faces; for Nita was visible also. It 
is certain that he showed every tooth in his head and wagged 
his tail most vigorously. 
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“It will not do to stay here now.” said Juan. " We must 
leave this at once. Amigo would betray us, and they will 
look first along the principal water-courses. We must get 
over on that ridge.” So saying, he dropped to the ground, 
followed by Nita. They could hardly control Amigo’s joy 
at seeing them again on terra firma; but Juan quieted him, 
and the trio started off briskly for the high land, which they 
gained, and from which they had an extensive view. Long 
and anxiously did they gaze across the plain to see if they 
could discover any signs of pursuers. For a long while they 
saw none, and rejoiced accordingly; but at last Juan’s sharp 
eyes made out some moving objects on the distant hills,— 
mere specks. 

"Buffalo, wild cattle, or Indians,” he said, putting the 
worst supposition last, in mercy to Nita, whose teeth were 
chattering already in a nervous chill. "We must put some 
thickets between us. Come on! ” exclaimed Juan; and, start¬ 
ing off at a run, he fairly flew over the ground, Nita keeping 
up with him astonishingly for some time, and Amigo frisking 
cheerfully ahead, as if out on a pleasure excursion of some 
kind. NIta gave out first, and, stopping short, she burst 
into tears, exclaiming piteously: — 

"Oh, we shall be taken! We shall be killed! Oh, 
why did we ever run away ? ” 

Impatient as Juan was to go on, he, too, stopped and 
did his best to console and animate her, and his kindness 
and affection had a great effect upon her. The sun was 
now high in the heavens, its heat added another distressing 
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element to their flight, and they were, moreover, suffering 
■from hunger and thirst. 

"There, there, don’t cry, hermanita , mia ,” said Juan. 
"A few minutes won’t matter. We will stop and get our 
dinner, and then we shall be able to travel for hours again. 
This way.” So saying, he turned off to the right and made 
for the creek again. The season had been a very dry one, 
and he know there was no water to be had except in the 
large streams, and there only in standing pools that were 
either fed by permanent springs from the bottom, or too 
deep to be affected by droughts. A cool, nice drink is 
always to be had from these if you understand how to get 
it; for, even when the water on the surface is so hot as to 
be sickening, by putting a canteen on a long pole and Tun¬ 
ing it down quickly to the bottom, where the sun’s rays 
can’t penetrate, you can bring up a deliciously cool draught. 

The Indians use vessels made from the skins of wild ani¬ 
mals for carrying water, oil, and honey, and nature has pro¬ 
vided them with an admirable substitute for canteens in the 
Mexican gourd, with its two globes connected by a long, nar¬ 
row neck which, when he gets a halter around it, is easily 
swung over a saddle-bow. It is a curious fact that these are 
found only in the countries where they are most needed, and, 
if planted elsewhere, degenerate into the common gourd. 
Our runaways had recourse to mother-wit in the absence of 
both gourds and canteens. Juan had approached the water 
very carefully, avoiding footprints on the sand, and all other 
places that could betray him, and, kneeling down by the deep, 
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still pool, he fell to running his hands down into it as far as 
possible, and throwing the water up towards the top, thus 
creating a current from the bottom, that soon gave them a 
fairly cool and most refreshing drink. He had taken pains 
not to spill any water, and had carried Amigo in his arms 
over certain patches of ground where the marks of his feet 
would have enlightened the Comanches. When they had 
all fully slaked their thirst, Juan led his little band on up the 
bed of the creek, intending to take them back to the hills 
again, and let them rest a little and eat something. This 
move was not made a moment too soon. They had only 
passed the main trail that ran up and down the creek a short, 
distance, when they heard the sound of horses’ feet, and soon 
after voices. Now, indeed, they knew that they were in 
great peril; for they had been told that if they ever attempted 
to escape again, and were captured, they would be killed. 
Juanita fell into an ague at this crisis, but managed to keep 
up with Juan, who darted on up the creek, panting out at 
intervals, "We must be out of sight before they get to the 
crossing.” They had scarcely reached a hiding-place before 
the Indians rode down into the bed of the creek. There were 
fifteen of them, all armed with bows and arrows and lances. 
They were about four hundred yards away, and, Juan could 
see, had stopped, either to hold a council, or because they had 
made some discoveries. They soon determined what course 
to pursue. Eight of them rode up the bank. Four rode 
down the creek, and how Juan’s heart leaped into his mouth 
when he saw the other three turn their horses’ heads up the 
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creek, Casteel’s painted, malignant face coming first 1 Fortu¬ 
nately, he was not only a courageous lad but had the peculiar 
order of bravery that gets cooler and more collected in time 
of great danger, and is full of inspiration and expedient. He 
did not lose his head in the least. Nita had fallen on her 
knees, crossed herself, and was repeating under her breath 
such prayers as came to her, consisting chiefly of agonized 
exclamations, ” O Holy Mother of God 1 O Jesus ! save 
us! ” Amigo was crouched down beside her, and seemed to 
understand the gravity of the situation and Juan’s sternly 
whispered command to be quiet. Juan, as he peeped between 
the bushes, was a living incarnation of two senses, sight and 
hearing. They had been so hard-pressed that they had shel¬ 
tered themselves behind the first clump of bushes they could 
find; but Juan knew that they were only partly hidden, and 
only safe until the Indians turned the bend of the creek and 
came in full view of their covert, when Casteel’s keen eyes 
would be sure to penetrate the scattering foliage that inter¬ 
vened. Desperate maladies require desperate treatment. 
Juan gave a swift glance to right and left, saw that the curve 
of the bend was a long one, heard that the Indians were walk¬ 
ing their horses, and took a bold resolution. " Come 1 ” he 
said, suddenly, to Nita, and to her terror and amazement ran 
out of his hiding-place, and sprang again into the bed of the 
stream, in front of, as it were, in the very teeth of his pursu¬ 
ers ! Whatever noise they made was drowned by the horses’ 
feet. The banks of the stream were high enough to hide 
them from sight. 
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On they sped. Juan knew that a break in the bank, 
a trampled weed, a stone freshly displaced, a footprint, 
the slightest appearance of anything unusual would be 
detected; and detection meant death. But he did not lose 
his self-possession. Luckily the rock beneath his feet 
told no tales, though it echoed and reechoed the sound 
of the horses’ hoofs in such an alarming way that it 
seemed to Nita’s excited imagination as if they must be 
ridden down every moment. At last Juan saw with joy 
what he wanted, and instantly took advantage of it. It 
was an old tree that had probably been undermined by 
some freshet, and was now lying prostrate. He ran like 
a squirrel on it up to the top of the bank. Ulta fol¬ 
lowed; and, if you believe me, Amigo did not let so much 
as one paw touch the earth. The three disappeared in 
the undergrowth beyond, leaving not a trace behind, just 
as the Indians made the turn that would have proved so 
fatal to them. Obeying a natural impulse the children 
ran swiftly away from the creek for a few minutes, and 
then Juan caught Nita’s arms and bade her stop. She 
was glad enough to do so, for she was utterly spent and 
terrified nearly out of her wits. 

"It won’t do to leave the river bottom; we may run 
upon the other party if we try to gain the post-oak 
woods,” said Juan. "We must keep still awhile and let 
Casteel’s party go on.” 

Gradually the sound of horses’ feet died away. The 
children had become a little composed and a little rested 
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after their race for life. They began to hope they were 
safe, and Nita’s face had lost its ashy look, when their 
fears were all revived by a loud yell from the Indians 
who had ridden down to the mouth of the creek, and had 
there discovered some trifling proof that the children had 
been there. 

Casteel’s party heard this yell, and, turning, galloped 
back to join them. Juan knew that they would soon all 
be working at the trail together, like so many blood¬ 
hounds; but that, thanks to his precautions, it would take 
them some little time to find it. The instant his ear, 
which was laid to the earth, told him that Casteel had 
passed by, he was off like an arrow from his own bow 
in the opposite direction, with his little company close 
behind him, and did not stop until they had put five or 
six miles between them and their pursuers. 

"Look at the shadows. It lacks only an hour of 
sunset,” he said joyfully on starting. 

At first he kept in the river-bottom; but when the 
twilight came he struck across the open country and 
gained the woods into which he and NIta plunged with 
inexpressible thankfulness, and, climbing again into an oak, 
were again quite lost to sight. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

ADIOS, SHANECO ! ADIOS TODOS ! 

When the strain of the day’s alarms and exertions was 
over, and succeeded by darkness, stillness, and a temporary 
safety, poor little Nita got quite hysterical, and sobbed her¬ 
self to sleep on Juan’s shoulder. She refused to eat anything, 
and was the weariest, most footsore, entirely exhausted child 
that can be imagined; and but for the protecting arm that 
encircled her, the confidence that Juan’s cleverness and dar¬ 
ing had inspired, and her belief that they were to stay 
where they were for some time, she would have been utterly 
miserable. As it was, Juan had to scold her a little for being 
so sure that they would never see their mother again, and 
certain that they would eventually be recaptured. He told 
her that she must expect to undergo a great deal of hardship; 
that she must be brave; that he had a capital idea that would 
put the Indians off the scent; and, finally, that she must go 
to sleep. He made a hearty meal from the wallet, and threw 
down something now and then to Amigo who had stretched 
himself out at the foot of the tree, and deserved to feast 
after his admirable conduct that day. ” A sensible dog, that; 
not once did he bark after the Indians appeared, and only 
gave one growl in the thicket. I hushed him up; but I 
thought he would break out again. I believe he knows as 
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much as I do about it,” was Juan’s last thought before he, 
too, dropped off to sleep. Amigo’s whines awakened him 
at daylight, indeed, before, and he watf not sorry; for, after 
the fatigue he had undergone the previous day, he would 
certainly have slept late, — a dangerous indulgence under the 
circumstances. He roused Nita, who awoke greatly re¬ 
freshed and much more cheerful. She was quite ready for 
breakfast now, and all the party ate with immense relish of 
what the wallet afforded. " It is lucky that I held on to this 
yesterday, in spite of the way we were chased. We would 
have had nothing to eat otherwise. Now, Nita, this is what 
I am going to do. I am going to travel due south iustead 
of south-west all to-day, to puzzle the Indians, who will be 
sure that I am travelling toward Mexico. Let us be off at 
once,” said Juan. Nita looked wistfully at him, and would 
have greatly preferred to stay where she was. Juan under¬ 
stood the glance, and replied to it, " They would have you 
in two hours at latest,” said he. On hearing this, Nita lost 
no time in getting down from her perch, and they set off. 
She was so sore and stiff at first that she could hardly walk; 
but that disappeared in a great measure as they walked on. 
They were not yet " out of the woods,” and did not dare to 
feel too glad until they knew whether their foes had kept 
and followed up their trail. But the rest and food they had 
got, the exercise they were taking in the freshness of a fine 
summer morning, invigorated them wonderfully, and they 
marched along with great briskness and hopefulness, actually 
indulging in a joke occasionally. They faced south, and 
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Juan picked out a mountain from which he could get a good 
view of possible pursuers, and perhaps find water. It seemed 
to him only about three miles distant, thanks to the extraordi¬ 
nary purity of the atmosphere of that region, but proved to 
be about six. A long walk it seemed under a burning mid¬ 
day sun, and when they got to the mountain there was still 
the ascent to be made; for, as soon as they had come within 
sight of the woods that covered it, Juan’s eyes had eagerly 
roved from spot to spot, until they came to one near the top, 
where the trees were a dark, rich green that contrasted de¬ 
cidedly with those about them. "There is water, unfailing 
water! ” he exclaimed, delightedly. " But you are dreadfully 
tired, Nita. You must have a good rest under that large oak 
before you begin to climb the mountain. We will take that 
ravine there, and follow it up.” They were both dreadfully 
tired and consumed with thirst. Mta could only stagger a 
few more steps, and sank down on the grass, but got up 
again presently, and managed to reach the tree. 

When they had rested in the grateful shade of the 
oak for about an hour they began the ascent, lured by 
the thought of the water they so needed and craved. The 
ravine was so long, and edged by such pathetically burnt, 
blighted foliage that one would not have thought there 
was a drop of water within fifty miles of it. But convinced 
that he was right, Juan struggled on up the steep ascent, 
and pushed his way through the brush, encouraging Nita 
all the while, and helping her when her courage failed or 
her strength gave out, which happened again and again; 
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for the heat was intolerable, and her poor little feet were 
bleeding, her throat parched, her lips swollen, her whole 
frame one great ache. "When they had been toiling along 
in this way for some hours, the ravine made a sudden 
turn to the left, a refreshing breeze struck them, there 
was a little stretch of shade before them, and the brother 
and sister sat down to rest. They were too exhausted 
to talk, and in the stillness they presently heard a sound 
sweeter than any that could be made by Thomas’s entire 
orchestra, — the faint, silvery tinkle of falling water! Amigo 
heard it, too, and bounded off, and after a time came back 
dripping, and evidently delighted. The children had given 
a cry of joy, but could not move just yet. As soon as 
they had recovered a little they pushed on again; and, 
though they had some hard climbing that tired them sorely, 
the delicious, rippling, gushing music that got louder every 
moment so animated them that they grew almost brisk, 
and marched on until they were brought up suddenly by 
a cliff of rock. To go on or to go back seemed alike 
impossible. The cliff was not a precipice, however, and 
without a word Juan ran along its base until he found a 
tree whose top branches were nearly on a level with the 
ground above. By means of this ingenious natural stair¬ 
case he and Juanita mounted safely into the upper regions, 
and, much elated by their success, and by the pleasure of 
finding themselves standing on a high plateau command¬ 
ing a beautiful view, getting the full benefit of the breeze, 
they stood looking about them with great delight for a 
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moment, and were just about to go on in the direction 
from which the alluring sound came, when a bark from 
Amigo, followed by several whines, made them aware 
that they had forgotten that faithful companion with the 
easy ingratitude of man toward one of his truest friends. 
Here was a difficulty. It was clear that Amigo could 
not climb a tree. Suddenly Juan remembered that he 
had already found a way of his own to the spring, and 
looking over the cliff he whistled and called to him. 
Amigo frisked off, by way of reply, through the bushes. 
” He will find us. Let us get on,” said Juan; nor had 
they gone far before Amigo came racing towards them, 
his coat covered with dust, his whole air that of Master 
Jack Horner when he put in his thumb and pulled out 
a plum, — " Oh, what a bright dog am I! ” And only a little 
further the noise got so loud and clear that the children 
set off in a sort of limping run that brought them to the 
loveliest spot that had ever met their eyes, or what seemed 
so at the time. It was a second, lower cliff of gray stone 
to which the winds and storms of thousands of years had 
given an exquisite bloom, an infinite variety of soft, neutral 
tints. And here and there patches of color, orange, red, 
purple, green, so wonderfully mixed on nature’s palette 
that an artist would have delighted to study them for 
weeks, and despaired of reproducing them. 

From under a ledge issued " a thing of life,” — a beauti¬ 
ful little stream of the clearest, coldest water, that danced 
away from under the overhanging canopy of fine old wal- 


Digitized by Google 


ADIOS, SHANECO! ADIOS TODOS! 


83 


nut, pecan, and pollard willows, sparkled in the sunshine 
like the jewel it was, and fell over the edge of the plateau 
beyond. About it was a green circle of mosses and aquatic 
plants, starred with water-lilies, and fringed with quanti¬ 
ties of maiden-hair fern. The children dimly felt the 
charm of the place, but did not stop long to admire it; for 
a love of nature is conspicuously absent from the children 
of nature. The Indians had not taught them to look for 
anything except fish in running brooks, and they had no 
idea of sermons in stones, only of the bait to be got by 
turning them over. But they revelled in the coolness and 
shade, bathed luxuriously in the water, drank as freely 
of it as they dared after such a long fast. Juan had to 
pull Nita bodily away from the spring, and insist on her 
taking only a mouthful at a time. They both bathed 
their feet, and gradually quenched their thirst; they ate 
their dinner, and had a good long rest, stretched out at 
full length in the shade. "This is such a nice place and 
I am so tired, and so are you, Juan. Casteel will never 
find us now. Let us stay here for several days,” said 
Nita. But Juan shook his head and getting up recon¬ 
noitred the neighborhood in true Indian style. He was 
gone some little time, and Hitn was beginning to feel 
anxious, when she saw him coming back with something 
in each hand, she could not tell what at that distance. 

"Look here! Here is a piece of good fortune!” he 
called out, waving his treasure-trove in the air, — a pair of 
old boots and a battered tin canteen. He was in high spirits. 
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"We need not suffer again as we have done to-day,” he said; 
"these have doubtless been left by some scouting party of 
Texicanos. And, Nita, I am going to make you a pair of 
stout moccasins out of the tops of these boots so your poor 
feet won’t be cut by the stones when we start off again.” 

"Oh, don’t talk of travelling any more to-day, Juan! I 
can’t. A bird can’t fly with a broken wing,” expostulated 
Nita. " I can’t stir. You are very good to think of making 
zapatos for me, brother mine. Can’t you make a pair for 
yourself ? ” 

" You will see,” replied Juan, and with his knife he soon 
improvised shoes for both, made Nita pick the thorns out of 
her feet, cut strips of leather, and bound them on for sandals, 
filled the canteen, and announced that he was ready to go. 
" This is a well-known watering-place evidently. I find that 
white men have been here, and Indians. I find deer-runs 
leading to it, plenty of turkey-tracks, deer-tracks, some bear- 
tracks, a few buffalo-tracks. We will not go very far; but it 
won’t do to stay here. Do you see those blue peaks over 
there? I am going there, and when I get there I shall change 
my course to south-west again, and shall soon snap my fingers 
at Casteel and every Comanche in the tribe. I know they 
are working on a wrong scent to-day, and now that I am this 
far ahead of them I ought to be able to keep so.” 

They both took another drink before leaving, and Nita 
gave a lingering look at the merry little mountain stream and 
the dense shade, as she hobbled off obediently behind Juan. 
Amigo, even more unwilling to leave such a pleasant spot, 
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stood looking after them, whining piteously. He returned 
to his allegiance, however, at the sound of his name coaxingly 
pronounced by Juanita, and, where he could not understand, 
trusted, as became an honest and loyal dog. Night found them 
plodding along through the brush, single file, in a deer-run, 
and before the light quite faded, Juan built a sort of bower of 
branches in a protected spot where there were some large 
rocks that also afforded partial shelter, forming as they did 
an angle that had only to be roofed to make a very respect¬ 
able sentry-box. Into this the brother and sister crept, while 
Amigo mounted guard outside. They were not accustomed 
to being in the woods alone at any time, and Nita thought 
the hooting of the owls a sinister sound, the perpetual plaint 
of the whippoorwill very melancholy, the whole situation 
most alarming. She laid awake for some time, expecting 
she did not know what, but something dreadful. With 
Amigo outside, and his bow and arrows at his side, Juan 
felt none of her nervous terrors, talked and jested as if his 
bower were an impregnable fortress, took some food, made 
Nita do the same, and after throwing some small scraps to 
Amigo, and promising to knock over a rabbit for him next 
day, stretched'himself out comfortably on the ground, and 
slept the sleep of a very tired and perfectly healthy boy. 
Neither he nor Nita felt the want of soft beds or downy 
pillows. They were quite used to doing without such luxu¬ 
ries, and were far less restless than the princess, in a certain 
fairy-story, who slept on forty feather beds. As for their 
appetites next morning, they were so good they could almost 
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have breakfasted on ten-penny nails. But alas and alack! 
there was nothing left in the wallet except a little corn that 
had been parched in the ashes. Even Amigo only took this 
under protest, and sniffed at it in a most ill-bred way. They 
were afraid to drink much from the canteen which they had 
filled, uncertain as they were when they should find water, 
and knowing that they might have to depend for their very 
existence on the precious fluid it contained. One small 
mouthful each they allowed themselves before beginning the 
day’s journey, which lay for the most part, after they de¬ 
scended the mountain, across an open stretch of shadeless 
prairie. As on the previous day, the heat was intense, the 
glare almost blinding, breeze there was none, the very 
earth seemed ready to blister under the fierce heat that 
rayed down from the sun, and but for the shoes that Juan 
had manufactured the children could scarcely have borne 
that walk. Amigo called a halt whenever they passed a 
tree of any kind, and lingered in the shade as long as he 
could. 

As the day wore on, he quite gave out; his tongue 
lolled out of his mouth in a most distressing way, his eyes 
got a glassy look, and were full of tears. Pitying his condi¬ 
tion, and too kind-hearted to see him suffer while they had it 
in their power to relieve him, Juan and Nita agreed to stop 
under the first tree they came to for an hour, and consulted as 
to how they should contrive to give him a drink. It was a 
problem, for there were no leaves at hand out of which to 
fashion a cup, — none large enough, at least, — and the thirsty 
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earth would have absorbed a sea of water and cried out for 
more; but at last Juan made Nita hold up his head, while he 
shook from the canteen a little water at a time down the 
parched throat. This was a novel way for a dog to take 
his bitters; and, tired as the children were, they made a 
great frolic of it. Amigo gave them an intensely grateful 
look, and, after a rest, was able to go on, greatly to their 
relief. 

Once only did they permit themselves the luxury of a 
sip; but, happening to turn and catch the wistful expression 
of Amigo’s face, which said, as plainly as words could have 
done, "Can’t you spare me a drink from that canteen,—just 
one?” — they stopped several times in the course of the next 
two hours, and relieved his throat. It was very unselfish in 
them, for they greatly coveted every drop; but they were 
doubly repaid, first by his gratitude in the very evident 
benefit he derived from it, and then by an occurrence of which 
I shall speak presently. 

Even that trying, almost unbearable day, in which they 
felt the force of the Arabian axiom, likening great heat to the 
wrath of God, came to an end at last, although Nita, almost 
fainting under the fiery trial, thought it as interminable as it 
was cruel, and poor Juan, burdened with his bow and 
blanket, felt ready to drop by the wayside more than once. 
How thankful they were when the shadows began to 
lengthen, and they saw that the sun had almost run its 
course! Before it set, Juan (who seemed to have eyes set all 
around his head like a fly) caught sight of a faint, cloud-like 
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pillar, very distant, and so indistinct that it was some 
moments before Nita could make it out. 

" There, there! off to the right 1 Don’t you see it? ” said 
Juan, eagerly. " It is the Comanches! I knew they would 
think I had gone that way.” 

The smoke of that camp-fire lifted a great dread from the 
minds of both, and, with the effusiveness of their race, they 
fell into each other’s arms, and embraced and kissed each 
other, while tears of joy streamed down their cheeks. " Ah! ” 
said Juan, as he drew a long, free breath, and continued to 
gaze at the smoky monument of his deliverance from the 
house of bondage, " I have giveu you the dodge! Catch me 
now, if you can, Casteel.” His eyes sparkled as he spoke, and 
he walked as though his day’s march had just begun. As for 
Mta, her face more than reflected his happiness, and, tired 
as she was, she actually danced for joy. 

" Adios, Casteel l Adios todos!” she cried out, waving 
her little, brown hand toward the camp, and then, with a note 
of regret in her voice, she added, " Adios, Shaneco! Shaneco 
was kind to us, Juan. I shall never forget that.” 

"We shall never see them any more,” said Juan. "We 
can walk where we please now, on hard ground or soft, in 
sand or mud. And we can take our own time, and need not 
travel in the middle of the day. And do you say now that 
we shall never see our mother, Nita? Viva! Viva! Viva!” 

Xita joined in this shout, and Amigo, not understand¬ 
ing the demonstration, barked one or twice interrogatively; 
then, seeing from the children’s faces that the excitement 
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was a joyous one, tried feebly to frisk, whereupon both of 
the children embraced him, told him that he would soon be 
back at the hacienda , assured him that he should live upon 
pan de gloria and cream for the rest of his natural life, and 
declared that he was the dearest dog in the world, the most 
intelligent, the most affectionate, and the handsomest. "When 
Amigo had duly responded to these speeches, Juan remem¬ 
bered that he had seen a creek just before the great dis¬ 
covery, and had meant to explore it. 

"It looks very dry,” he said, when they reached it; 
" but it is running in the direction of our route, and we 
may have the luck to find some water. I would give a 
buffalo-robe for a good drink if I had it. I am almost 
choked, Nita.” He spoke cheerfully, but had little expecta¬ 
tion of coming upon a pool, and what he had, dwindled as 
he went on and saw that the shallow stream had as com¬ 
pletely disappeared as though it had never existed. All at 
once, when Juan had grown very serious under the gravity 
of the responsibility he had assumed, and was thinking with 
dismay of the empty canteen and wallet, Amigo bounded 
past him and began trotting along with his nose close to the 
ground, sniffing excitedly here and there. 

"What is he after ?” asked Nfita; but before Juan could 
reply Amigo had stopped near some big rocks, and had be¬ 
gun scratching in the sand with all his might and main. 

"Water!” shouted Juan, and he was right; for when 
he and Nita fell on their knees and began scooping out the 
sand from the hole Amigo had made, they found in a little 
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while that it was no longer dry sand, but wet,— a fact that 
put so much energy into their excavations that they soon got 
down to fresh water. Amigo’s instinct had divined the hid¬ 
den spring, and had saved them, as they had saved him, 
much suffering. It was almost joy enough to watch it as 
it welled up from its beneficent source, so pure, cold, clear, — 
so beautiful and sweetly satisfying in that arid waste. It 
seemed as though the children would never be done dabbling 
in it, drinking of it, pouring it out lavishly about them. 
Amigo was drenched with it more than once, and appeared 
to revel in the experience. 

Hunger was far more endurable now that thirst no 
longer tormented them; and, infinitely refreshed, if wofully 
hungry, they betook themselves to bed, —not a bed of roses, 
but one of dried grasses, having above a majestic canopy 
" with God’s name writ on it in worlds.” How their moth¬ 
er’s heart would have yearned over them if she could have 
seen those two little figures lying out there under the stars 
in tranquil sleep; so young, so helpless, completely at the 
mercy of the world, environed by a thousand dangers; yet 
perfectly safe, — as safe in that lonely wilderness as in the 
most populous city, protected by omnipresent love, shielded, 
perhaps, by a devoted mother’s prayers, and watched over by 
guardian angels such as we are told ” do always behold the 
face of our Father ” ! 

Whether it was that Amigo did not arouse them, or that 
the fear of the Comanches no longer troubled their dreams, 
the sun was quite high before either Juan or Nita stirred. 
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Their breakfast was not a very elaborate one, consisting as 
it did of a drink of water apiece, and they were only de¬ 
tained until the canteen could be filled. 

"We shall get to the Peak before sunset,” said Juan, 
”and I am sure there is plenty of game in the hills, and I 
will kill enough to last us for some days; so cheer up, her- 
manita mia. We are not going to starve while I have got 
Shaneco’s bow and so much as a single arrow left.” 

” I am not so very hungry, Juan. I shall do very well 
to-day. I had more than you did from the wallet, and feel 
quite strong,” said Nita, brightly. " I don’t mind anything 
now that Casteel is not behind us.” 

" Oh, that is all right I They will not follow us any farther, 
but will go home,” replied Juan, and this was what happened. 
The Indians probably thought that their rebellious captives 
would certainly die in the wilderness, either by violence or 
from starvation, and, content with this vengeance, gave up the 
chase and returned to their encampment on the clear fork of 
the Brazos. If they had not been under treaty just then 
with the United States they might have made the search for 
Juan and Nita a side issue of one of their raids, and, in that 
event, would almost certainly have recaptured them; but, as 
it was, it did not seem to them worth while to go to any more 
trouble to catch and kill two children who were sure to 
perish if left to themselves. There was a kind of rivalry 
between the brother and sister all that morning as to which 
should seem to have least felt the fatigue and deprivations 
of the last few days. It was well for both that they had 
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learned fortitude in a severe school, or they would certainly 
have broken down under an exact repetition of the previous 
day’s experience. They never could have borne it if they 
had been accustomed to a life of luxury and indulgence and 
been tenderly nurtured. As it was, Romulus and Remus were 
not more roughly reared. The only experience they had had 
of a woman’s care since their capture was when Shaneco’s 
wife and the other squaws had taken them out (together 
with the other children of the tribe) and put them through 
a half medical, half disciplinary course of torture which con¬ 
sisted in harrowing up their young flesh with a row of long 
thorns inserted in a piece of wood. The child that cried or 
failed to bear its pain in perfect silence, the child that 
begged to be spared, or tried to escape, was always soundly 
beaten, and held up to public contempt beside as lacking in 
courage and endurance. 

One piece of Comanche discipline consisted in making 
the older children do without sleep or food for as long as 
their instructors thought necessary, and still another in mak¬ 
ing them perform arduous tasks, and run or walk great dis¬ 
tances while deprived of their natural rest, or fasting. The 
warriors of the future were, of course, subjected to more 
severe tests than the girls, whose lives were to be more in¬ 
glorious and homely, but all were in some measure subjected 
to these agreeable educational influences. An Indian lad 
gloried in his capacity for suffering, and scorned himself if, 
at the close of three nights of wakefulness, he fell asleep be¬ 
tween the admonishing cuts that he received from the squaw 
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in charge, — a grim old figure with a bundle of rods in her 
hand, and determination in her eye. 

So now, although our poor babes in the woods were 
footsore, and weary, and hungry, they made no complaint, 
but trudged on hour after hour under the burning sun with 
great patience and courage, stopping when they could go no 
farther, and taking such refreshment as the sickeningly-warm 
water in the canteen afforded. By noon they had made their 
way to a small thicket of mesquite about five miles from the 
peak. This offered a mitigation of the distressing glare of 
the plain, rather than anything that could be called shade; 
and here the children dropped down on the hot earth with¬ 
out strength enough to have carried them another yard, 
every vital force being completely drained out of them for 
the time. The confidence with which Juan had started out 
had vanished like the morning dew under that terrible sun. 
It seemed to him that they had laid down to die. How was 
he to know that there was game in the hills? How were 
they even to get there? What were they to do for water, now 
that the canteen was again empty? Too proud to express 
his dejection, and not understanding in the least that it arose 
from physical causes, he turned his back on Nita, and threw 
his arm up over his head, and laid perfectly motionless for so 
long that Nita got seriously uneasy. When she could stand 
this strange conduct no longer, she pulled anxiously at his 
sleeve, saying, "Juan! Juan! What is the matter with 
you? Are you ill? Look here! Answer me!” 

But Juan would not answer and still hid his face. He 
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did not know that he was distressing Nita, and wanted to be 
as miserable as he pleased. Presently a wail of despair 
reached him, and, turning over, he saw Nita who was weeping 
piteously, overcome by visions of Juan dying and dead, 
leaving her alone in the wilderness. " Oh, oh, mi madre, mi 
madre! Quiero mi madre! ” sobbed the unhappy child. Her 
love for Juan and her admiration of him were unbounded; she 
had perfect faith in his ability to do anything and everything; 
but when that support failed her she collapsed altogether, so 
accustomed was she to lean her whole weight on him. Juan 
was evidently hopeless or very ill, and in either event she 
was miserable. The sight of his dear little sister’s wretched¬ 
ness appealed so strongly to Juan’s manly and generous 
nature that he sat up at once, and affected a good deal more 
liveliness than he felt. " Pohrecita! Pobrecita! what is it? 
Don’t cry. You will see our mother soon. What afflicts 
you?” he demanded, soothingly. 

Nita now opened her heart, and Juan, ashamed of 
having ever seemed to desert so dependent a creature, 
tried to talk her and himself back into renewed hope. ” It 
isn’t that I am hungry. Don’t worry about that, Juan. 
But you must be ravenous,” said Nita, when her tranquillity 
was restored. 

Juan would not confess this; but the very mention of the 
subject set both to thinking of a tantalizing variety of dishes 
in the silence that followed. " What makes you silent, 
Nita?” asked Juan, at last. 

w I was thinking that I wished I had one of our mother’s 
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tortillas — only one. You should have it if I had; I am not 
hungry,” persisted Nita. 

" Why, that is what I was thinking,” said Juan, " only I 
wished for a whole basketful. Wouldn’t you like a peloncilla , 
Nita? ” 

" Or a tomale, Juan? ” 

" Or a cheese, Nita?” 

"Or a watermelon?” she replied, but this duet had 
excited Juan’s imagination unduly. "Ah! you are starved, 
poor child! You are thirsty and tired to death! Oh! if I 
only had some water and food for you! ” and he threw him¬ 
self down again on his back with a deep sigh. It was Nita’s 
turn now to comfort him; but, although he got some strength 
from her affection, her assurances that all would yet be well 
did not find much of an echo. It was now getting a little 
cooler, and the world was less like a vast oven. Amigo, 
who had been stretched out comfortably under a tree, and 
had stood the day’s journey better than they had expected, 
came up to Juan and snuffed about him restlessly, doubt¬ 
less with the intention of admonishing him that they ought 
to be off again. But Juan did not move, and had not the 
energy to respond to any such demand. Even when the 
afternoon had almost all gone he continued -to lie there, 
inertly, a prey to gloomy doubts and fears. 

When he did get up it was with a bound that brought 
him to his feet at once, and of which he would not have 
believed himself capable a moment before. " Look! Look! ” 
he cried, pointing above them, and obeying, Nita saw over- 
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head, beautifully outlined against a deep-blue sky, a large 
flock of snow-white doves flying toward the Peak. 

"It is near sundown, and they are seeking water and 
a place to roost. See how straight they are flying toward 
the hills. We will follow. I was right. It can’t be very 
far. Come on, Nita,” said Juan,all excited interest now. "I 
will help you if you can’t get along by yourself.” Led by 
this lovely band of birds, the children struggled bravely and 
hopefully on for another mile, when they were still further 
cheered to see a long line of fine trees about a half-mile beyond 
them, which they knew must be growing on the banks of a 
considerable stream. Amazed now at the frame of mind 
that had produced such profound depression, and delighted 
to know that succor was so close at hand, Juan never 
stopped except to encourage his companions, until they had 
reached one of those clear, swift, charming streams in which 
that region abounds. As they approached it, a deer occa¬ 
sionally bounded off in front of them, or a drove of turkeys 
went whirring aside out of them way; but, although both Juan 
and Juanita strung their bows, neither could get near 
enough for a shot. Amigo started a rabbit and gave it a 
tight race, but with no better result. There seemed little 
chance of their getting a supper, and they were blue 
enough about it; but when they got to the river, what 
should they see but quantities of fish almost praying to be 
caught I Scarcely stopping to bathe his face and get a 
drink, Juan promptly cut a willow-pole, fastened his line to 
it, found a grasshopper, baited his hook, and let fly, while 
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Nita, sure of the result, ran about with surprising alacrity, 
picking up dry wood for a fire. Nor had Juan to wait 
long for a bite, for such was the touching primeval inno¬ 
cence of the fish that no sooner did the grasshopper light 
on the water than there was a grand rush and scramble 
among them to get to it. A large, fine trout was soon 
flopping around on the gravelly margin of the river. Two 
others joined him in swift succession; and, too hungry to 
wait another moment, Juan dropped his pole, seized, cleaned 
these, cut them up, ran sticks through each morsel, and, 
with Nita’s help, soon had them in front of the fire. It 
seemed to them that the fish would never be cooked; but 
after an eternity of waiting they were done. And oh, how 
brown, crisp, delicious, incomparable they were, and what a 
feast it was! 
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CHAPTER V. 

JUAN MAKES A DISCOVERT. 

When the two weary starvelings had partaken as 
freely of their ambrosial repast of broiled fish as they 
dared after so long a fast, their one thought was a place 
in which to rest. This, Juan undertook to select, although, 
as he limped off into the woods, he could scarcely drag 
one foot after another. 

If he had been alone, he could not have resisted the 
temptation to sink down anywhere, so painful was any 
further effort; but he had Nita to consider, and her com¬ 
fort and safety required that he should reconnoitre the 
immediate neighborhood and choose some sheltered spot 
for the night’s resting-place. Leaden weights seemed to 
have attached themselves to his usually nimble feet; and 
he could not have felt more bruised if he had been 
pounded in a mortar for the last two days. But he per¬ 
severed, and in about half an hour came back to Nita, 
walking, indeed, as slowly as though he had been his 
own grandfather, but with a bright face that promised 
pleasant news. 

"Come, little sister! ” he said affectionately, holding 
out his hand to help her to her feet. 

”0 Juan! indeed, indeed, I can’t move an inch. 
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Don’t ask me to get up! ” remonstrated Nita, plain¬ 
tively. 

But Juan, with a smile, insisted, telling her that he 
had something nice to show her. Then he put his arm 
around her and carried her off, whistling to Amigo, who, 
with his head on one side, was making dreadful faces 
over his fish-bones, and positively declined to follow any¬ 
body just then. Nita had not far to go. At the end of 
five minutes’ walk, Juan stopped, his progress impeded 
apparently by a large rock. The river rippled away in a 
long, shining curve on his right, and on the left rose a 
high bluff. 

" This way! ’’ he said, and in a flash he had disappeared 
completely. 

" Why, where have you gone? Where are you, 
Juan?” cried Nita, when she had skirted the rock and 
could see nothing of her brother. She was answered by 
a merry shout with a queer ring in it: — 

"Here! here! Don’t you see me?” 

It sounded very near, and she stared all about her, 
up the bluff, into the trees, into the river even; and then, 
taking a good look at the rock, she saw Juan’s laugh¬ 
ing face peeping at her from behind the leaves of a bush 
that grew in the angle formed by the bluff and the rock. 

"Come here! You can just squeeze in, when you 
push the bush aside,” said Juan encouragingly; and the 
next moment Nita was standing in delighted astonishment 
inside a beautiful little cave. 
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W I discovered it quite by accident,” explained Juan. 
"I saw a rabbit dart in here and looked to see where 
he had gone. It is perfectly dry and warm, and there 
are no snake-holes, for I have looked all about it for 
them; and here we can stay just as long as we please. 
We are as safe as though we were at home. Aren’t you 
glad you came, now? Isn’t it a splendid thing to have 
a house of our own?” He threw himself down with a 
sigh of deep content as he spoke; and Nita, who had 
thought she could not take another step, explored every 
corner of the cave again and again, and indulged in the 
most rapturous comments on it. " Of La buena fortuna! 
Que casa segura, bonisima, hermosa, grandisima ! ” (Oh, 
what good fortune! What a safe, nice, fine, big house!) 
she cried, and was not half done admiring it then. The 
last sounds Juan heard that night were, " Oh, isn’t it just 
too delightful, too fortunate for anything! ” from Nita, and 
a loud snore from Amigo, who had traced them without 
the least difficulty, and had promptly sought the repose he 
needed, and after a day spent in the open air and violent 
exercise enjoyed such profound and refreshing slumber as 
rarely falls to the lot of dwellers in cities. 

Happy and secure, they all slept on, and on, until 
even the cave was quite bright. When at last they did 
awake, it was to find themselves the stiffest, lamest 
creatures in the world, and the day well advanced. It 
seemed at first as if every motion of the body would re¬ 
sult in the dislocation of a joint. But when people have 
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to find, as well as to cook their own breakfasts, they can 
not lie abed; so, with many an exclamation and groan, 
Nita took herself off to the river to perform her morn¬ 
ing ablutions; and Juan, after making some wry faces 
and yawning prodigiously, followed her example. 

The fresh air soon put new life into them, while exer¬ 
cise became first endurable and then enjoyable. Nita built 
a fire in Comanche fashion. Juan got out his fishing-pole, 
and gave himself up to the business of the moment. 
The lesson of the previous evening, however, had not been 
Avasted on those Arcadian trout. They had lost confidence 
in man and grasshoppers, and they now kept back a 
little, prudently waiting to see whether further experience 
would destroy or confirm their suspicions. It was a 
blundering, stupid catfish, after all, that darted at the 
bait, swallowed it, made a desperate plunge below—and 
snapped Juan’s line! 

"My only hook!” exclaimed Juan, quite aghast, as he 
saw the cord disappear, and drew in what remained of it. 

"Good heavens! What shall we do?” lamented Hita, 
who, like Juan, was looking forward to her breakfast, noAv 
that she might indulge her appetite without danger. They 
had mutually confided to each other only a moment before 
that they were " as hungry as wolves,” and visions of trout 
browned to a turn had haunted them ever since they had 
opened their eyes. But if there’s many a slip between the 
cup and the lip, there are more between fish and the frying- 
pan, or any substitute for one; and for a few minutes it 
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seemed as though the children were destined to be defeated 
by the fishes. But Juan was by no means at the end of 
his resources, and he presently went poking about and around 
in a purposeful sort of way, saying: — 

" I know what Fll dol Just wait a minute.” 

And this is what he did: He found a small bone, not 
much larger than a quill, and, having sharpened one end, 
he tied his line to the bone within an inch of the sharp 
end, leaving three or four inches beyond. He then tied the 
gills of a fish to the long and blunt end of the bone. Then 
he took a piece of dry wood about five feet long, and, 
having fastened his line to it, threw the wood out into the 
deep water. The next minute he saw the wood give a 
dash and begin travelling off at odd angles, taking an occa¬ 
sional dive under the water, and popping up again where 
least expected. Into the clear water jumped Juan, creating 
a great excitement among its innocent inhabitants. The 
wood now rushed up-stream at an amazing pace, Juan swim¬ 
ming after it with long and dexterous side-strokes, while 
Nita, on the bank, shrieked with laughter as she watched 
the queer race. It was a triumphant moment when Juan 
got hold of the wood and towed his prize into shore. It 
proved to be an immense flat-headed catfish, that would have 
weighed thirty or forty pounds, and great was the young 
fisher’s pride and joy. 

It was a troublesome piece of business for Juan to 
get his patent hook out of the fish’s throat, until he hit on 
the masterly plan of cutting off its head; this so simplified 
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matters that he soon had his tackle clear. The fact that 
their breakfast had so nearly escaped them gave it added 
zest, though this was scarcely needed. A more hearty and 
entirely satisfactory meal was never made, and Amigo got 
two large pieces without any bones for his share. 

The afternoon was given up to lounging and talking. 
The children reviewed all their past life at home and among 
the Comanches, and it was agreed that they should stay 
in their present comfortable quarters until they had entirely 
recovered, and had laid by such provisions as they could 
carry. In this way the risk of starvation would be consid¬ 
erably lessened. On this subject Nita had an inspiration. 

"lean carry a good deal, and you can take some, and 
why shouldn’t Amigo help us?” she exclaimed. "If there 
are pack-horses, why shouldn’t there be pack-dogs?” 

Such an idea had never occurred to Juan; but he 
highly approved of it now. While they were still discuss¬ 
ing the subject they heard the gobble of approaching 
turkeys. The evening was drawing down, and the birds 
were coming in, as usual, to roost near the river. 

"We are not going to live on fish altogether,” said Juan, 
and straightway began to imitate the notes of the turkeys 
with the aid of a little box cut out of cedar-wood. 
Shaneco had taught him this important piece of wood¬ 
craft, and had shown him how to make this "yelper,” 
or turkey-call, and how to produce the proper tones, by 
scraping away on one side with a bit of slate. And I 
will tell you how it was done, in case any of you should 
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be captured by Comanches and make your escape, or 
drift out into the great West, or summer in the Adiron¬ 
dack*, or somewhere at some time wish to lure wild tur¬ 
keys into your power. There are several kinds of these 
sinfully-deceptive contrivances; but the very best and most 
effective, according to a Texan Leather-stocking of my 
acquaintance, is made in this way: Take of any soft 
wood — poplar is best — a piece four inches long, one 
inch wide, and two deep. With a three-quarter auger, 
bore holes one and three-quarters inches deep, near enough 
together to allow you to cut out with your pocket-knife 
between them a cavity in the block of wood three inches 
long, two and one-half deep and three-quarters wide. The 
wood on one side of the box should be one-eighth thick,— 
the side held towards you in using it. The side used to 
imitate the turkeys should be worked down quite thin 
with a sharp knife, and sand-papered; indeed, the sound 
is improved when the whole box is made very smooth. 
So far most ”yelpers” agree; but my acquaintance claims 
to have discovered by accident an important thing greatly 
affecting the tone. He says that if (when your box is 
complete) you will take your knife and in the thin side 
of it split a cut two and one-half inches long, you will 
find that it gives to perfection the peculiar " kyonk ” of 
a wild turkey. It is in effect very like dropping a key 
or other foreign object on the keys of a piano, and gives 
the same curious twanging note. So perfect is the imita¬ 
tion, he tells me, he has often hidden in the weeds and 


Digitized by Google 



JUAN MAKES A DISCOVERY. 


105 


called turkeys up near enough to have knocked them 
over with the muzzle of his gun, had he chosen to do 
anything so unsportsmanlike. But, to go back, Juan and 
Nita both were ambitious of getting a shot at the tur¬ 
keys, so they strung their bows and hid in some bushes 
near a large oak, in which they fancied the fowls would 
roost. Juan laid a few arrows down beside him, in case 
the first shot was a failure, though he thought this an un¬ 
likely event. 

"Oh, do you think you will hit one? I do hope 
you won’t miss!” whispered Nita, excitedly, as the un¬ 
suspicious fowls marched down to the river to drink 
before settling down, or rather up, for the night. 

"Hit one?” repeated Juan scornfully; "I should 
rather think I would.” 

He then fell to scraping on his yelper again, and 
presently the whole flock came hopping and skipping 
and gobbling toward the children, and almost ran over 
them! Embarrassed by this wealth of opportunity, they 
aimed first at one and then at another, until it seemed 
as if the whole flock would pass without either of the 
young hunters getting a shot. Juan finally selected his 
bird, and shot, but missed. Last in the procession came 
a sober, staid old gobbler, which stopped a moment 
within ten feet of Nita. Whiz! went her arrow square 
into its breast. A6 he turned to run off the head of the 
arrow struck the ground, which pushed the sharp iron 
point right through him, spitting him as it were as if in 
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preparation for roasting; so, after running a few yards 
with drooping wings, it tumbled over. Up jumped Nita, 
so transported by her success that she paid no attention 
to Juan’s warning " Cuidado!” (Look outl) and seized 
the turkey by the neck. 

"You will get hurt!” shouted Juan, running up; but 
the turkey had already made such lively play with its 
wings and feet that she had released it. "Well, well, 
Nita, I am proud of you!” he said, a little condescend¬ 
ingly. "But something must be the matter with my bow. 
I believe I could have done better with the old one.” 
He carefully examined his bow as he spoke, but found 
it all right. "It wasn’t my fault, I know!” he protested 
with some pique. 

"Perhaps the turkeys were at fault,” suggested Nita, 
teasingly. 

"Nonsense! How ridiculous you are to talk sol Do 
you mean to say that I don’t know how to shoot? ” de¬ 
manded Juan rather angrily; and without waiting for her 
reply he walked off to look up his arrow. He found it, 

and came back with it, saying, triumphantly, "I knew it! 

It was the arrow. See here, how it is warped! It was 
all the fault of this crooked thing. I must be more care¬ 
ful in future, and do as Shaneco told me. * Always 
straighten your arrows before you start out to hunt or 

fight,’ he said. I remember now; but it was so long 

ago I had forgotten.” 

"With this he picked up the turkey, and walked back 
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to camp in dignified silence. It was cooked for their 
supper in the open air; and then Nita, who liked the 
idea of playing at housekeeping, built a small fire of 
very dry wood near the mouth of the cave. 

This served to light the farthest corner of their 
apartment, making it indeed a cheerful retreat for the 
merry little party that assembled in the cave, when dark¬ 
ness dropped suddenly down, as the darkness always does 
in that land of brief twilights. There was fish, warmed 
over, and the breast of that delicious turkey, which was 
greatly relished; there was much laughter and chatter; 
Amigo was caressed and complimented, and fed with now 
a wing, now a leg, until his eyes glistened with satisfac¬ 
tion. For such a gentlemanly dog, his table-manners were 
not good; and he had the arrears of several days to make 
up, — days of unaccustomed deprivation followed by a fish- 
diet not at all to his taste; so when, after all his mute 
pantomime, which it seemed to him that even a man would 
understand, Juan cut short his repast with a very small, 
undesirable bone and a curt " Be off, sir! Go and lie 
down,” Amigo rebelled, and snatched at the coveted car¬ 
cass before him. Juan would have beaten him a la 
Shaneco, I am afraid, but Nita threw her arms around 
the culprit’s neck, and begged him off, after which Amigo 
slunk guiltily away to a comer of the cave, and peace 
was restored. 

So secure and at ease were the children, that by a 
natural process of association they began to talk of cer- 
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tain gala-days that they remembered at the hacienda; this 
led to the old, ever new, subject — their mother; and the 
evening closed with "MaTianitas Allegros,” 1 " El Sueno 
and one or two more of the old songs. 

"We must push on as soon as we get some food. Our 
mother has waited so long for us, we must not linger,” 
said Juan, in final comment; and, much as Nita dreaded 
the hardships and dangers that awaited them, she assented 
to this, though rather quaveringly, as she looked about 
her and thought of the world beyond that safe retreat. 

" No, we must not stay. We must go to her. It 
may not be so bad. And if it is, we must suffer, since 
our mother is waiting. Poor, sweet, little mother 1 Ah, 
if we were only birds, and could fly to you! ” she said. 

" And be shot, perhaps, on the wing,” said Juan. 
" As for me, I prefer to walk.” 

The children were up at daylight next morning, being 
now thoroughly rested and restored to their usual state 
of perfect health and gleeful spirits. The squirrels dart¬ 
ing about in the trees outside were not more full of 
joyous life; and even Amigo was all bounds, and frisks, 
and cheerfulness, as different as possible from the dog 
that crossed the prairie with drooping head and tail, 
bowed down by the weight of his woes. After break¬ 
fast the trio went on an exploring expedition about their 
camp, having been too tired on the previous day to do 
anything except provide for their immediate necessities. 

1 “Happy mornings.” 2 “ The dream.” 
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Not a very sober ramble did it prove, for the way in 
which they swarmed up trees and jumped from one to 
another, slid down the bank, dived into the river, floated, 
swam, and played there until they were tired, scrambled 
out again, chased one another over the prairie, pulled a 
harmless snake out of its hole, diffused themselves gen¬ 
erally over the neighborhood in search of amusement 
and adventure, would have frightened elderly persons 
of ciyilized habits quite out of their wits (if any such 
had been there to witness the children’s antics), and would 
have turned a mother, a governess, or a nurse gray in less 
than an hour by the clock. As it was, they took their fill 
of frolic without fear and without reproach or interference. 
The rabbits scudded away from them, were pursued, ran up 
the white flag, and for the most part escaped, though one was 
knocked over by Juan in the course of the morning. The 
hawks overhead turned a curious eye upon them; but finding 
out that they were not a new and interesting variety of poultry, 
lost interest in them, and sailed indifferently away. The 
smaller birds flew up before them out of the tall grass, 
disclosing nests in which were eggs that never developed 
into the third brood of the season, for they were promptly 
sucked by Juan and Juanita, who were connoisseurs in the 
matter of nature’s edibles. Neither guardian, mentor, 
teacher, pastor, nor master these children had; they were 
as free as air; but, after all, they did not greatly abuse 
their liberty. They tired of play about noon, and be¬ 
thought themselves of dinner. At least Nita did. Juan 
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had feasted on berries, and was not yet ready to go back 
to camp. 

" I think I see some vines over there,” he said to Nita, 
who was resting from her pleasures. " I’ll be back presently, 
and will bring you enough berries for dinner and supper. 
Wait here for me.” He darted off as he spoke, and in about 
ten minutes Nita was surprised to hear a shout of joy from 
him. "Come here, Nita! Just look here I” he called out; 
and she rushed after him, all curiosity to know what this 
demonstration meant. She found him gazing with delight at 
a mass of nicely sealed honeycomb neatly packed away under 
a ledge of rock. There it was, in full view; and how tempt¬ 
ing it was! But, alas! it was much above their reach. Now, 
if there was one thing that the children liked, it was honey. 
It took the place of all the candy, bonbons, cakes, custards, 
meringues, and jams in which other children delight; and to 
see it and not to be able to get at it was simply distracting. 

Both Juan and Nita danced about on the grass below in 
their impatience, and looked, and longed, and looked again, 
without being able to think . of a way to rifle the sweets. 
They ran up and down, gave their views as to the way it was 
to be done, tried to jump up, and to crawl up, although there 
was scarcely footing for a fly on the face of the rock, almost 
quarrelled as to methods, and at last relapsed into silence only 
to stare anew at the treasure so cunningly placed where, as 
Nita said, "no one could get it.” 

"I don’t know about that,” said Juan; and, running into 
the bed of the creek, he picked up a young tree, long dead, 
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still clung to him, and made light of his wounds, but he 
did not offer to repeat the experiment. 

He and Nita were now more piqued and aggravated than 
ever; for, after tasting the delicious honey that still clung to 
the dagger-leaf, it seemed an insupportable deprivation to get 
no more. So, after scraping off the last drop, and rolling his 
eyes at Nita in sympathetic enjoyment, Juan determined that 
he would not be beaten by any colony of bees that ever 
swarmed, buzzed, or stung. Off he started again, and this 
time brought back a long, light pole, on the end of which he 
tied his butcher’s knife. He then made Nita sweep away all 
leaves and dust from the flat stones at the bottom of the cliff, 
and cover it with large fresh leaves. This done, he advanced 
again on the enemy, going very cautiously up the ladder this 
time. While still at a safe distance, he managed to cut off a 
large piece of comb, which rolled below and was at once 
picked up by Nita, while a golden cascade poured over the 
ledge and dropped into the vessel prepared to catch it. As¬ 
tonished to find the bees quiet, Juan mounted higher and 
higher. He now saw that his enemies were completely de¬ 
moralized, as many a better army has been by the richness of 
spoils. 

No sooner was the comb broken by his first dagger- 
thrust, than every bee bade instant farewell to industry, 
prudence, foresight, valor, and every other virtue for which 
that insect is noted, and, falling upon the abundant supply of 
honey disclosed, it seized and carried off all it could lay feel¬ 
ers on. It never so much as occurred to the bees to sting 
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anybody, so absorbed were they in plundering the cells that 
they had built and filled with nectar. 

When Juan saw this, he unbound his knife; he threw 
away the pole, and, leaning forward, cut the remainder of the 
comb loose; and it bounded down below, burying untold bees 
deep in its recesses. Those which could leave it did so, and 
settled back on their hive; but when Nita, who had run away 
in a fright, came back, it took her some time to remove the 
dead and wounded. Juan came down with a beaming air of 
victory, and, taking up as much honey as they could carry, 
the children walked back to the cave, well satisfied with their 
ramble and its results. 

Fresh fish, wild turkey, dewy berries, and rich honey 
made a dinner which an epicure would not have despised, and 
with which Juan and Nita certainly found no fault. It was 
served under a wide-spreading oak, from an extremely 
aesthetic green dinner-service of broad, cool leaves, beautiful 
in color and texture. It was washed down with " agua pura , 
limpia, deliciosa,” 1 according to Juan, who brought the 
sparkling liquid from the river in other leaves pinned together 
with thorns, so as to form goblets. And I am afraid the 
Sefiora would have been alarmed if she had seen the way in 
which the viands disappeared before her two healthy, hungry 
children. 

When dinner was over, they bethought themselves of 
the remainder of the honey, and went back to get it and 
store it. As they approached the spot they were surprised 

1 Pure, clear, delicious water. 


Digitized by Google 



116 


JUAN AND JUANITA. 


to see it through a cloud of bees, as it were; and they soon 
discovered that a grand battle, a regular Waterloo of a 
struggle, was going on between two armies of bees, — the 
owners of the hive and some neighboring and thievish 
soldiers of fortune that had been attracted by the smell of 
the honey. After a really terrible conflict, the home bees, ani¬ 
mated, no doubt, by a deep sentiment of devotion to their 
hearths and honeysides, drove off the wicked marauders. 
But they were not destined to occupy that ” sweet, sweet 
home ” again; for, no sooner was their victory complete, than 
Juan reaped its fruits. Casting about for some means of 
carrying the honey, after some reflection he got a couple of 
willow poles; across these he laid large pieces of bark which 
he tore from the trees; and, having thus constructed a sort 
of litter, he laid the honey-comb on it, and, with himself at 
one end and Nita at the other, the golden treasure was borne 
to the cave. The young bearers had to move very steadily, 
and to pick their way carefully, but they only dropped one 
piece of the comb on the road, and that they recovered. 
They had to leave a good deal behind them in its fluid form, 
and Nita proposed to fill the canteen with it, but Juan in¬ 
sisted that that must be kept for water alone, and asked her 
rather sarcastically whether if'she were out on the prairie in 
a burning sun again, she would enjoy quenching her thirst 
with honey. Nita readily gave up the point, and Juan then 
said that he would make something for the purpose. He 
announced this confidentially, as though there had been a 
tin-shop at the next turning, and he master of the art of 
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making pots and pans. ” I can’t do it just now; but you just 
wait a bit,” he said, with the air of a person who is too modest 
to say so, but believes that he can do anything. It cannot be 
denied that Juan was somewhat vain of his exceptional 
strength, intelligence, and boldness. It had given him a 
good deal of prominence even among the Comanches, and it 
was natural that he should accept the popular estimate of 
himself, especially as Nita unconsciously encouraged it by 
believing in him even more implicitly than he did in himself, 
and there was no one at hand to point out his fault and teach 
him to correct it. 

* 

It was a fortunate thing, under the circumstances, that he 
had such unbounded self-reliance; it stood him in good stead 
in the course of that journey of perils, vicissitudes, uncer¬ 
tainties. Timidity and distrustfulness would have been fatal 
qualities then and there. 

That evening Juan left his sister to her own devices, 
and, taking his bow and "yelper” went on a private and 
particular hunting expedition of his own, from which he re¬ 
turned with two large gobblers and a turkey-hen of the 
plumpest and most satisfactory proportions. 

They spent the next day in getting a good supply of 
cooked provisions, and that night was their last in their 
pretty little cave. Nita abandoned it next morning with 
lively regret and a troubled anticipation of evils to come. 
But far stronger than this sense of fear was that impelling 
power that can send the youngest, gentlest, most timid 
creature in the world into unknown dangers, and to death if 
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need be, — the power of love. Neither Nita nor Juan could 
resist the mighty force of a mother’s love that was drawing 
them across three hundred miles of wilderness, straight to 
the mother-heart that generated .it. And so, with a sigh or 
two, Nita put her little hand in Juan’s, and walked away from 
the place that for the last few days had been their haven of 
refuge. 

Still bearing away to the south-west, Juan crossed the 
river at a shallow ford about half a mile below the cave, and 
struck out into the open country beyond. They took a 
last look at the pleasant stream as it rushed around a curve 
and was broken into music by the obstructing stones beyond. 
Juan threw a pebble at a moccasin-snake gliding about near 
the bank; Amigo, who was enjoying a last swim, came out 
and shook himself; and now there was no longer an excuse 
for lingering. The cave was again empty; the fish were 
again gliding about fearlessly in the cool, clear, quiet depths 
of the river; the children were again facing the unknown. 
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CHAPTER YL 

MIRAGE. 

The next few days passed without bringing any serious 
mishaps or startling adventures to the children. Knowing 
that they were provided with food, and were fresh, Juan 
made rather long marches; but there were some circumstances 
that made them quite tolerable, even enjoyable. On the 
first and second days they were so fortunate as to come 
upon one small stream (in process of drying up, a process 
happily, not yet complete) and two pools, all that remained, 
of similar streams. In the heat of the day they laid by 
and further refreshed themselves by taking a nap. They 
saw deer and turkeys in the distance, and several times 
wolves, quite near, who showed their teeth savagely when 
Amigo ran after them. Juan and Nita were in terror lest 
he should be killed, and not too sure that they would not 
share the same fate; but that Fabian animal always fell back 
on his reinforcements without risking a pitched battle, and 
when the children came up the wolves always slunk off, leaving 
Amigo a kind of cheap victor, admired both for his courage 
and prudence. On the third day they were blessed with 
cloudy skies, and seemed, moreover, to have got into a 
little belt of country where the drought had not been so 
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severe, or where, perhaps, it had been mitigated by light 
rains. It was not only delightful to see how much greener 
the foliage and grass looked, but the wild flowers fairly 
carpeted the prairie, and made of it a vast garden. Nita, 
who loved flowers, was enraptured by their variety and 
beauty, and was always begging Juan to stop and look 
at this or that one, quite without success. They walked 
for miles and miles through what seemed a sea of blue lupins, 
the long, wave-like undulations of the plains creating the 
most exquisite effects of light and shade. If Nita had 
chosen, she could have gathered more than thirty varieties 
of phlox alone; and, as it was, her hands were full of Indian 
pride, Sweet William, Stars of Bethlehem, snap-dragon, 
heather-bells. There were occasional bursts of sunlight in the 
morning; the afternoon was gray, and threatened rain. But 
there was a clear sunset after all, and a gorgeous one, nor 
had it quite faded when they came upon a most lovely 
little lake guarded by three tall cotton-woods that seemed 
to be etched against the sky. Here they camped, and 
supped, and slept. Nita, her head pillowed on Amigo, 
saw the stars shining tenderly in the placid water, and idly 
tried to count them, but was in dream-land long before she 
had numbered so much as fifty of the " fine patines of gold ” 
in the floor of heaven. 

On the fourth day they had a sun that seemed the fiercer 
for his temporary eclipse; but, by making a detour, Juan 
got into a fine stretch of forest, in whose cool shade they 
walked for miles, indeed, until high noon, when not even 
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the finely-arched, delightful canopy overhead could altogether 
shut out the heat and light that the sun had darted or 
sifted into the favored spot, a ray at a time. It was no 
longer cool or dark, or even green, except by comparison, 
for they could now see how dry the earth was, and the 
vegetation was pining, one might almost say panting, for 
the moisture it craved. But it was still sheltered; so they 
leaned against two trees and fanned themselves with a fan 
of leaves and twigs, and when they were entirely rested 
and had tired of 6hying stones at the squirrels, their neigh¬ 
bors, they dined, and made the usual halt, but it was not 
quite as long as usual. After looking out on the broad 
expanse of prairie that stretched out before him, Juan got 
restless. He saw that it offered no shelter of any kind for 
a great distance; he knew that the canteen was not more 
than half full, and he determined to travel as far as possible 
that evening. Nita was hurried off, therefore, as soon as 
it was possible to start, and was not allowed to stop 
again until it was quite dark, when he gave her an hour 
in which to rest and get her supper, and, to her surprise and 
dismay, insisted on travelling three hours longer by starlight. 
It was still starlight when he awoke her, and told her to 
eat sparingly, for a full meal would require full rations 
of water, announcing, as well, that he meant to resume his 
march at once. 

"Why, it isn’t light yet! and I am so sleepy and so 
tired, dear Juan. Do go to sleep again,” remonstrated Nita, 
not understanding what the need was for all this haste. But 
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Juan, fortunately, was firm, and by his decision doubtless 
saved their lives. 

” Don’t eat any honey,” he also said to Nita; but this 
command she thought absurd and tyrannical, and helped her¬ 
self to a good, big piece when his back was turned. The 
very last drop of water was given to Amigo before they 
started, the children having had their share previously. 
They had made about ten miles when up came their enemy, 
the sun, strong and fierce and* bright, ready for his day’s 
journey, while they were already tired and thirsty. After 
a brief rest they went on again; but their steps and spirits 
flagged sadly in the next four hours, the first getting slower 
and the last dropping lower with every moment spent under 
the almost vertical rays of the relentless sun. The heat soon 
increased to a degree that made any exertion first painful 
and then impossible. At last they sank down together in 
the open plain, and looked about them wearily, — up at the 
cloudless sky above them, the fissures in the earth at their 
feet, and the grass around them, yellowed by the long 
drought, with here and there the ghost of what had once 
been a flower shrivelling on its stalk, the Peak dimly visi¬ 
ble on the edge of the horizon, and hardly to be distin¬ 
guished from the clouds. 

For about an hour they sat there in silent, patient suf¬ 
fering, and then very gradually a merciful veil of thin clouds 
was drawn over the brazen heavens, and mitigated their 
wretchedness. It seemed possible again to live and breathe, 
although the air was still so sultry that they felt suffocated. 
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It was also possible to eat something, — not much, it is true, 
but that little revived them considerably; but already the 
want of water was beginning to be painfully felt, especially 
by the wilful Nita. 

Juan’s mind was oppressed by anxious fears for the mor¬ 
row. Look as he would, he could see no evidence of forest 
or stream, and the' day’s experience had shown him what he 
had to expect, with no shelter, no water, and that sun shin¬ 
ing perhaps full upon him from dawn until dark. The more 
he thought of it the more unhappy he grew, and the result 
showed how well-founded his apprehensions were. His so¬ 
licitude for Nita added fifty-fold to his anxieties. He was 
quite harsh to her when she proposed to camp where they 
were; and, as soon as it grew cooler entered upon a long 
and very fatiguing march, for darkness and night were 
now precious. He did not require that it should be rapidly 
made, — that would have been a sheer impossibility; but it 
was imperatively necessary that they should traverse as 
much of that apparently interminable prairie lying before 
them as possible. Nita was only allowed an interval of two 
hours’ sleep, after which they took a very early breakfast by 
starlight, although it was such dry work that it half-choked 
them, and their thirst had already got to be a dominant idea. 
Even so, it strengthened them for their journey, and they 
bravely set off again. In spite of these energetic measures 
and wise precautions, noon found the travellers still in the 
plain, which seemed like a lava-bed, still exposed to the ter¬ 
rific power of a sun such as we of more temperate climes 
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can have no conception of; physically exhausted, suffering 
agonies of thirst, yet still moving on slowly. How their 
hearts had sunk as they watched that sun rise; with what 
dread had they seen it mount higher and higher; and how 
fully had all their expectations of evil been realized! The 
air they breathed seemed to scorch them, and was as hot and 
dry as though it had come from a furnace; the condition of 
the atmosphere was electrical, and it had the peculiar unbear¬ 
able sultriness that precedes a thunder-storm; - the earth 
seemed literally to steam and sent up a kind of mist 
through which everything looked ghostly and unnatural. 
If the children were still moving, it was because to stop 
for any length of time seemed to them to be courting and 
awaiting death. All that morning they had not been abl£ 
to walk more than five minutes without stopping to rest for 
ten, and, even so, Nita had to be aided by Juan, and 
Amigo required any amount of coaxing encouragemeut, 
since he sat down and panted certainly once to every hun¬ 
dred yards. The poor animal looked actually shrunken, 
and the misery in his bloodshot eyes so appealed to Nita 
that she shed tears over him repeatedly, although her own 
condition might have claimed all her sympathy. She em¬ 
braced and caressed him, too, and evidently comforted him, 
for his whine was one of resignation, and his look full of 
fortitude and love as he licked her hands. 

About four o’clock, during one of their halts, Juan 
was looking drearily before him, and thinking the most 
despairing thoughts, when all at once a moving object 
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arrested his attention. It was so distant that it was a 
mere speck; but with the quickness and accuracy of vision 
that was partly natural to him, partly acquired, he soon 
made out that it was an antelope running across the plain. 
He knew it by its smooth, sheep-like gait, and continued 
to regard it with the interest that attaches to every living 
thing in the woods. He pointed it out to Nita, and told 
her what he thought of it. His voice sounded hollow and 
strange, and he spoke with great difficulty, his throat 
being swollen and parched. Nita’s eyes followed the 
direction indicated by his outstretched finger, and, while 
they were still looking at it, it suddenly loomed up in 
the air until it appeared as large as a camel, and then dis¬ 
appeared. Nita gave a hoarse scream, threw her arms 
around Juan’s neck, hid her face on his shoulder, and 
trembled in every limb, and Juan, who would have faced 
any danger that he understood, was almost as much fright¬ 
ened. Yet they had nothing to fear, at least in that 
quarter, for this was the fantastic effect of mirage. Not 
knowing this, Juan was - infinitely surprised and delighted, 
about half an hour later, to see a beautiful distant lake 
on his right. How it sparkled in the sun ! With what 
passionate eagerness he seized Nita’s hand and drew her 
toward itl They could see it plainly, set like a great 
jewel in the plain, the very ripples in it, with the rushes 
and sedges that grew along the margin reflected in it as 
in a mirror, the trees that grew beside, the white cranes 
standing in it. In a frenzy of hope they first hurried, 
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then hobbled on, and on, and on, until at last they reached 
it. But, alas! alas! It was all a delusion, or rather illusion, 
and if it was one to tempt and tantalize a traveller under 
the most ordinary circumstances, what was it to two 
perishing children who had not had a drop of water for thirty- 
six hours? When Juan got up to it, and found only a 
ravine and a few whitened bones, his disappointment was 
so intense that he threw himself down on the earth with 
a loud, bitter cry, and could only groan when Nita came 
up to him. One thing she understood without explana¬ 
tion, — there was no water. Without a moan she dropped 
down by him. The same thought was in the minds of 
both. This was the end. There they laid for a long 
while, and despair brought with it calmness. " Our poor 
motherl” said Nita in a whisper; and then, seeing that 
tears were running down Juan’s cheeks, she took his hand 
and drew it up to her, saying, " Poor Juan! ” and closed 
her eyes, nor ever expected to open them again. 

But these dear children were not destined to perish then 
or there. Before they set out for the ravine, there was a 
small cloud in one part of the heavens, that grew and 
extended in a way that must have attracted their notice had 
they not been absorbed in their quest of the lovely lake, and 
so, when succor seemed impossible, and hope had died out of 
their hearts, help was at hand, and came from the last quarter 
from which they would have expected it. Juan finally 
opened his eyes and looked at Nita. The sight of her lying 
there so white, haggard, altered, her breath coming in little 
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days wrung 
his heart with 
anguish. He 
thought she was dying. 
He could do nothing to 
help her. With a deep 
groan he turned away 
from her, and covered 
his face with his hands. 


labored gasps from between her 
parted lips, filled him with a new 
horror; and the remembrance 


o f 
the 
patience 
with which 
she had borne 
all the agony 
and torment 
of the lasttwo 
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His own exhaustion was so great that he lay in a sort of 
stupor for some time. He was dimly conscious that there had 
been some change going on, but whether it was darkness or 
death that was coming to him he could not have told. 
From this state he was roused by a peal of thunder that 
penetrated even to his veiled consciousness. He sat up dizzy 
and confused. A flash of lightning lit up all the wide plain 
but he only saw Nita’s ghastly face, and, believing her to be 
dead, gave a shriek of utter despair, so hoarse and dreadful 
that it reached her, and filled her with alarm. Unclosing her 
eyes, she called Juan’s name feebly, and he, transported by 
joy at finding her alive, took her in his arms and poured out 
the most incoherent and extravagant expressions of affection 
and encouragement. And now he saw with kindling rapture 
that all the heavens were black above him and knew that 
they were saved. His mind cleared; he could act and think 
once more. He picked Nita up, and staggered with her down 
into the ravine. Looking down it he saw a place where the 
bank had been probably undermined at high water, and 
formed a kind of overhanging pent roof. Here he put his 
pack and the bows and returned to Nita. For a few minutes 
they sat there with their faces turned up to the sky, thirsting 
with longing that cannot be conceived unless it has been felt 
for what was withheld. Then a sudden blast of wind swept 
down the ravine, whirling before it pebbles and sticks from 
the bed, cacti and bushes from the brink of the dead stream, 
and all at once down came the blessed, blessed rain! It 
fell in torrents, with positive fury, it whipped and lashed the 
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earth and rocks in exulting rage. Its violence was terrible; 
all the thunders of heaven seemed poured out in the air, all 
its lightnings stabbed the darkness and threatened the earth. 
It was magnificent, awful! But the children did not heed it, 
or dread it, or fly from it. They received it on their knees, 
with reverence and deepest gratitude as a Godsend, which it 
was. Their burning bodies were drenched by it; their burn¬ 
ing lips and throats sucked it up greedily as it fell, and felt 
that they had never known what water was before; their 
scorched lungs drew in its sweet moisture, full of all healing; 
their very hearts and souls rejoiced and were glad! 

When they had started off so eagerly to find the lake of 
the mirage Amigo had refused to follow them. Perhaps he 
had reasons of his own for disbelieving in the existence of 
that body of water; perhaps he felt that he had already made 
too many concessions in the course of this dreadful pilgrim¬ 
age, and was suffering accordingly; perhaps, like themselves, 
he was utterly worn out and sick at heart. But certainly, 
when Juan called to him roughly to follow, he did nothing of 
the sort. He laid down, looked all humble deprecation and 
affection, wagged his tail in a feebly apologetic way, but did 
not move. When Juan went back, patted his head, and put 
the case differently, he looked doubly humble, deeply dis¬ 
tressed, and even more affectionate, while the play of his tail 
was almost lively, but he had not altered his resolution. He 
put his head down between his fore-paws as an ultimatum, 
and positively refused to stir. So they left him there, in¬ 
tending if he did not follow to return to him with water, and 
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later to coax him to return with them to camp. After that 
Amigo was forgotten. Late in the evening, when the storm 
which had been so long gathering had spent itself in a 
mighty outburst too violent to last, and left the world that it 
found fainting under its trial by fire, a sweet, cool, gray place, 
fit to be the home of man, and bird, and beast, who should 
come running up the ravine, yes, actually running, and leap 
upon Juan and Nita with as much effusion as though he had 
been separated from them for a year, but Amigo, wonder¬ 
fully revived and refreshed like themselves. It was a joyous 
reunion. 

The children thought that Amigo must distrust the water- 
supply of the region and wish to provide for possible emer¬ 
gencies in the future; for he was always breaking away from 
them and running down below to lap up a few mouthfuls and 
gaze reflectively at the swift little stream that was now rush¬ 
ing over the pebbled bed of the ravine. The water that the 
earth could not absorb had poured into this natural drain in 
such quantities that it had rapidly grown into a torrent 
Juan feared it might reach and sweep away his precious 
pack and bow. He left Nita and went off to see how they 
fared, found the water within an inch of his wallet; scrutinized 
the rock about him, which, with its crevices, mosses, lichens 
and tufts of grass, enabled him to gauge pretty accurately the 
high-water mark of previous floods, seized his bow and hung 
it well above that line, and carried his pack back with him. 

Juan spread his blanket on the ground, and he and Nita ‘ 
seated themselves on it. It made a nice carpet for them dur- 
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ing supper, and a water-proof bed when sleepy-time came, — 
a bed that Amigo graciously shared with them for fully ten 
hours. And what a lovely world it was that they opened 
their eyes on next morning I As fresh as though it had just 
been created, and everything in it singing inaudibly for joy. 
How changed the aspect of nature! The very heavens 
seemed purified; the loveliest tints of unsuspected green had 
been brought to light all about them; every blade of grass, 
every leaf, had righted itself and held a dew-drop to its heart; 
the birds were pouring themselves out in an ecstasy of glad 
melody; earth, air, and sky were alike cool, calm, heavenly. 
Its delicious tranquillity and beauty sank deep into the hearts 
of the children after the stormy emotions of the preceding 
day. They had suffered too keenly to be able to rejoice ex¬ 
actly; but it was happiness enough to be out of pain and 
danger, and they were full of quiet content. It almost 
seemed that they had only dreamed of that arid waste and 
cruel sun. Nita looked so pale that Juan was uncertain 
whether to go on or call a halt. The noisy, impetuous 
stream that they had heard rushing off into darkness as they 
were falling asleep the night before had already dwindled to 
an ordinary brook, and Juan knew would soon disappear al¬ 
together. And, although the deep pools cut in the bed of the 
ravine by the gravel and sand washed down at flood-tide 
would give them water for several days, Juan had a nervous 
dread of trusting to these alone. He was afraid to stop 
where there was no lasting supply of water, and he was re¬ 
minded at breakfast that there was not much food left; so he 
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determined to make a short march, and, if possible, get shade 
for Nita before noon. As they walked away he noticed 
that, whereas, on the previous day he had not seen a single 
rabbit or squirrel, they seemed now to have sprung out of the 
earth in mysterious plentifulness, and wei’e scampering around 
hunting water, in high glee. They had gone about three 
miles when they came to a single fine oak crowning a knoll; 
and, while Nita sat below under the pleasant wide-spreading 
branches, Juan climbed up into it and reconnoitred the 
country. He was delighted to see a wood growing in the 
riband fashion that told of a stream, and he calculated that it 
was not more than seven miles distant. Other trees he saw 
too, like the friendly one in which he was making these ob¬ 
servations. Nita would be able to make the journey by easy 
stages, and rest often. 

Pleased with these discoveries, they chatted cheerfully, 
and walked arm in arm together for about an hour, 
when Juan suddenly stopped, and said, "Kit” in an as¬ 
tonished tone.. He slipped his arm out of Nita’s, too, and 
walked off to the right, telling her to stay where she was. 
This command she ventured to disobey, and joining him 
in a moment found him staring fixedly at a long, shining 
line drawn across the wet prairie. 

"What is it? What made it?” she asked eagerly, 
but got no response. Juan was following it. She fol¬ 
lowed him, and presently both came upon footprints and 
the marks of horses’ hoofs. " The Comanches! ” exclaimed 
Nita, and turned livid with fright. Still no reply from 
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Juan who had got down on the ground, and was all 
eyes. 

" Made by a tent-pole,” he said at last, pointing to 
the serpentine trail that had first attracted his attention. 
" Made since the rain. Indians, but not Comanches, I 
think. A. hunting-party. Look at this. Blood! It has 
probabty dropped from dead game. Seven of them are 
mounted men, and three walked, of whom one was lame, 
and has hurt himself recently, for he threw the whole 
weight of his body on the right foot as far as possible. 
They have gone to that river.” 

"Oh, let us go back! Come! Come, Juan!’’cried out 
Nita, and began to run in the opposite direction from that 
taken by the unknown travellers. 

" Stop, Nlta, stop! ” called out Juan; but NIta would not 
stop. She had Casteel for a motive-power, and got over 
so much ground that Juan was put to it to overtake her. 
When he seized her by the arm, she cried out, angrily: — 

" Why do you stop me? Let us fly back to the ravine as 
fast as we can.” 

"Oh, no! — that won’t do, Nita. We can’t go back 
there,” he said. 

" Then where shall we go? ” she asked. 

"We shall have to get to water,” he said. " There will 
be no water there where we came from by to-morrow, 
perhaps, — at best in a few days it will all be gone, — and we 
must have food, too. Let me think.” He did think, and soon 
gave the conclusion he had reached. " When you set an 
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old hound on wolves he always takes the back track, Casteel 
says. That’s what I'm going to do. They are going to camp 
with the game they have killed. They won’t turn back. We 
shall be safer behind them than anywhere else if we don’t 
get too close. I shall follow their trail until we get near 
the river, and then I’ll reconnoitre and see what I can see, and 
what we had best do. Come on.” 

"O Juan — dearest Juan! Don’t do that. You must 
be mad to think of it,” Nita expostulated. " They will 
be sure to find us, and kill us. Oh, do, do , do come back 
to the ravine or go somewhere, anywhere else except to the 
river! ” 

A brother who threw himself in the teeth of an enemy, 
jumped down his very throat, as it were, at one time, 
and stuck to his heels at another, was a brother that Hita 
could not understand at all. So she wept, and sobbed, 
and urged instant flight; and Juan waited patiently until 
her tears and terrors were somewhat abated, and then he 
explained again his views and intentions kindly and affec¬ 
tionately, and, at last, Nita, unconvinced but conquered, 
yielded. She shivered and looked back; she shivered and 
looked forward; she started at the sound of Juan’s voice, 
and trembled at her own shadow. She stopped occasionally, 
and reopened the question as to whether they should go 
on or go back; but Juan went on, and she, with many a sigh, 
followed. She had no other choice. About a mile from 
the river Juan stopped. "We will take our dinner under 
this oak,” he said. " If any one comes this way we can 
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climb up into it. If no one comes we will stay until dark 
allows us to go nearer. I noticed early this morning that all 
the game we came upon was very wild. I could not under¬ 
stand it then. These Indians have been here for some weeks 
I think. The party whose tracks we saw this morning have 
been off hunting a long way from here, otherwise they would 
not be going back to camp at this hour of the day. They 
will feel quite secure and will not be on the lookout for 
us. I think if we are careful we can creep right up on them 
to-night.” 

Juan’s eyes sparkled at the idea, and he seemed to be 
regarding it as a great treat in store for both. But Nita took 
quite another view of it. "I can’t go that near, Juan. I 
can’t indeed. I won’t! I wouldn’t for anything in the world 
creep up on Casteel. He would see me. No woods could hide 
me from him. I hate him! ” she said rapidly, with a shudder 
of recollection as that mirage presented itself to her mind. 

"Very well, Nita. You can stay somewhere while I go. 
I don’t believe they are Comanches; but I must find out,” 
said Juan. Nita was willing to take a great deal for granted 
where Indians were concerned, and had no desire to make 
further investigation; but she knew it was useless to attempt 
to dissuade Juan. She had but small appetite for their dinner 
and was a prey to the most distressing anxieties. Suppose 
Juan should be killed or captured and she left alone in the 
woods? What if they were to be carried off by a strange tribe 
to another mountain fastness from which it would be impos¬ 
sible to escape? The idea of being reenslaved, now that she 
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had tasted the sweetness of liberty and was full of hope 
for the future, was quite unbearable, and brought out a 
last "Do turn back, Juan! "We may as well die of thirst as 
to be recaptured, perhaps killed.” 

" Oh, we are not caught yet! ” he coolly replied; and 
she wondered to see him eat his noonday meal as uncon¬ 
cernedly as though he was taking it at the hacienda. He 
seemed to be ravenously hungry and could have devoured 
all the food they had, but prudently left two small pieces of 
turkey for their supper. When dusk came, and they could 
travel across the open stretch of prairie that separated 
the timber in which they were hiding from the woods that 
fringed the river, Juan and Nita walked swiftly towards 
the point of entrance he had selected. Having secured the 
shelter afforded by the strip of forest, Juan parted the in¬ 
terlacing boughs of some tall fijal bushes, and signed Nita 
to enter. She obeyed; Amigo followed her; Juan let the 
boughs swing back into place. The child and dog were 
completely hidden; and, satisfied of this, Juan stood still for 
a moment and looked about him and above him, fixing cer¬ 
tain points in his mind. He was starting off with his own 
light, quick, noiseless step, when he looked around and 
saw that Amigo had popped out of his leafy covert, and 
was following him. He also heard a low, plaintive "O 
Juan, don’t leave me ! ” from Nita. 

" Go back, sir, — go back! ” he said to Amigo, who 
looked up into his face with an expression of mild but 
settled obstinacy, varied by one of lively inquiry that said, 


Digitized by Google 


MIRAGE. 


139 


w What on earth are you up to now, I should like to 
know ? ” Amigo paid no heed to a second command. 
Juan picked up a stone. Amigo turned tail and would 
have fled. He had an objection to being shut up in out- 
of-the-way places when there was good sport to be had. 
But Juan seized him roughly by the neck, and half-led, 
half-kicked him into the very lap of Nita, who was seated on 
the ground. She received him with open arms, and soon 
reconciled him to the situation by her caresses, and as for 
Juan he was off that instant, only stopping to say, " Be quiet. 
Don’t move about. I ’ll not be long.” How long Nita 
stayed crouched down in the midst of the bushes while Juan 
was crawling, wriggling, gliding, sliding along on his way to 
the camp as only a snake and an Indian can, she never knew. 
It seemed to her, in her terror and loneliness, half the night. 
It was probably about two hours. But at last, when she 
had almost despaired of ever seeing him again, he returned, 
slipped into her hiding-place, clapped a hand over Amigo’s 
mouth when he would have barked, and gave an account 
of his expedition. 

” Indians, as I thought,” he said; " but not Comanches. 
Lipans, I know, for I found this (holding up an arrow). 
They always feather and paint them like this. Casteel has 
got the arrows of every tribe for five hundred miles, and I 
knew it was a Lipan arrow the moment I saw it. They 
are camped about a half-mile distant, not far from the river. 
It is an old camp, and they have been there for at least 
two moons. They have killed and dried the greatest quan- 
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tity of meat, and I think they will break camp soon, and 
go on the war-path. They were restringing their bows, 
and straightening their arrows. There are about seventy- 
five warriors, almost all young, and I stole this from un¬ 
der their very noses.” Juan laughed quietly with carefully 
suppressed amusement as he spoke, and held out for in¬ 
spection a long strip of jerked venison. " They are so busy 
with their preparations for the expedition they have planned, 
whatever it is, that they will not straggle about much. They 
will stick to their camp, I think. But we are a little too 
close to them.” 

" Oh, yes! we are entirely too close,” agreed Nita, who 
would have liked to be a thousand miles away. 

" We will drop down below here a little, near the river,” 
said Juan. " Do you smell anything? The stench from the 
offal they have thrown out almost knocked me down. It 
seems to me that I can still smell it.” 

" Yes, it is dreadful. Let us get away farther,” said 
Nita, anxious to leave the neighborhood on any pretext. 

"We need a good rest, and I am going to take it,” said 
Juan. "In two or three days they will be off, and then we 
can stay as long as we please.” 

"Two or three days? O Juan!” replied Nita, to 
whom this sounded like two or three months. 

"Well, I don’t know,” said Juan. "To-morrow, per¬ 
haps. Don’t be scared. I will keep well out of their way; 
trust me for that. We mustn’t eat anything to-night, and 
as little as possible to-morrow. I don’t know where we are 
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going to get any more, you know, with seventy-five Indians 
around, and ” — 

" O Juan, there is that smell again! Do let us be off,” 
said !NIta, anxiously, rising to her feet at the mention of the 
warriors. 

There was no rest for Nita that night. Juan stopped 
at a place where the undergrowth was thickly crowning a 
bold cliff above the river, and pointed to a small grass- 
covered mound, saying, " There is a nice little bed for you, 
heivnanita mia, all made up, and quite ready. Let us take a 
plunge in the river before we go to sleep.” But Nita was 
afraid the sound of splashing water would be overheard by 
some stray Indian, and denied herself the bath that night that 
might have soothed and refreshed her over-tired, over¬ 
excited frame, and induced sleep. She slipped down to the 
river-side, indeed, but it was only to slake her thirst; and all 
that night she laid awake, listening to the musical ripple of 
the water as it ran over a ledge of rock near by, dreading all 
possible and impossible evils. The river, however, as it 
flowed past the Indian camp told no tales about two children 
on a cliff; the night-wind wandered from tree to tree and 
learned the secrets of every leaf, but kept its own counsel; 
the stars which once led good men to where a young child 
lay, were not the stars to betray this brother and sister to 
evil ones, and, often forced to hide wicked men and deeds, 
were only too glad to guard the innocent, and so no harm 
came to Juan and Juanita. 
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CHAPTER YU. 

THE CANON OF HOSES. 

Even *J uan did not dare to approach the Indian camp by 
daylight, and he and Nita remained concealed on the cliff all 
the next day until it was quite dark. Juan made one or two 
pilgrimages to the river for water to wash down the dried 
meat that would otherwise have stuck in their throats; but 
that was all, and even these brief absences gave Nita the 
most serious uneasiness. It was weary work waiting for 
the hours to pass, especially to children accustomed to a 
large liberty of action and the most active exercise; but 
there was no help for it; and as for Amigo, he was dis¬ 
gusted to find himself in fault, no matter what he did. 
The friendliest bark or whine seemed to be misinterpreted; 
an innocent frisk, gambol, or growl was instantly suppressed; 
and every little diversion in the way of running into the 
bushes got him into trouble. It was quite inexplicable to a 
dog tolerably well used, he thought, to the senseless vagaries 
of human-kind, and he waxed quite sulky at last, curled 
himself up at Nita’s feet, and looked aggrieved inquiry from 
under his wrinkled eyebrows at a capricious mistress and 
disagreeable master. It was not until Juan had taken him¬ 
self off at evening to find out what the Indians were doing, 
and Nita showed some appreciation of his services as a 
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faithful and devoted friend, by putting one arm around his 
neck and confiding to him that she was lonely and fright¬ 
ened, that Amigo weakly relented, and became his usual 
f o r g i ving, 

loving, slob- • ~ '"" ~ 

bering self. 

Juan got 
back sooner 
than she ex¬ 
pected, and 
seemed well 
satisfied 
with his ob¬ 
servations. 

"They 
are all 
packed and 
ready to 
start; they 
will be off 
before day- 

1 i g h t to- ^ 

morrow 

. NIT* *.ND AMIGO “MAKE OP.” 

morning, 

you will see,” he announced, cheerfully; and he was not mis¬ 
taken. While it was still dark he climbed to the top of a 
great oak that commanded an extensive view of the surround¬ 
ing country, and smiled, well pleased, when he saw the enemy 
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file slowly out of the woods, their slouching figures dimly 
visible in the uncertain light, the whole company a black dot 
on the plain for a time, and then two black dots, as after a 
halt they separated, one party turning their faces to the 
south, the other toward the north-west. Juan was shouting 
and laughing so joyously and triumphantly when he came 
scrambling up the side of the cliff that he awoke Nita 
from a sound sleep, and gave her a fright lest she should 
have been discovered by her dreaded enemies. 

"Gone! gone! all gone!” sang out Juan. "And now 
come along! Don’t stay here another minute. I have 
seen them off from my perch near their camp, and they 
will not be back here for many a day. They have sent 
the old men and the greater part of the provisions home, 
and the others have evidently gone off on a raid, — per¬ 
haps against the Texicanos.” 

"Poor things, I pity them! I wonder, Juan, what 
our mother is doing this morning,” said Nita, her thoughts 
reverting to the Comanche raid iu which she had been capt¬ 
ured, and then to her mother. 

"Eating her breakfast, most likely,” replied Juan, "and 
that is what we had better be doing, if we can find one.” 

Moved by an impulse of natural curiosity, they went 
at once to the deserted camp. Nita’s pretty little nose 
went up higher and higher as they approached it; and, cer¬ 
tainly, if a smell could have guarded a camp the Lipans 
would have had nothing to fear from their bitterest foes. 
The children found only the remains of a fire, the scaf- 
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folding on which the meat had been dried, and, scattered 
on the ground, a few handfuls of corn, which they eagerly 
picked up. They were glad enough to get away from the 
place; and, fortunately, just as they were leaving, Juan spied 
a strip of venison, that had been overlooked, hanging from 
a cross-pole. 

When they returned to the river, Juan exclaimed, 
"Now that we can build a fire, I’ll catch some fish. If 
the Indians see the smoke they will think their own camp¬ 
fire has caught some dry wood and blazed up; but I’ll 
not make more than is necessary. Where is the pack?” 

The next moment Juan was calling on the saints in 
true Mexican fashion; for, on examining the pack, Juan 
found everything except what he most needed and had 
counted on. The fishing-tackle that he had so ingen¬ 
iously constructed was nowhere to be found! It had been 
forgotten and left behind in a corner of the cave; and 
the children almost quarrelled in the eagerness with which 
each tried to prove that it was the fault of the other. 
But the fact remained; and another fact was equally cer¬ 
tain,— the tackle could not be duplicated. So they could 
only make the best of a bad situation, and sat down on 
the river’s bank, under the shade of a group of grand old 
oaks, and ate slowly and sparingly of the dry corn and 
drier meat that not all the water at hand could make 
very palatable. 

The children were further aggravated by the behavior 
of the fish below them; which, as if fully understanding 
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what had happened, would swim lazily around and about 
the roots of a willow that overhung the stream, bump 
their noses against the bank, and eye the children impu¬ 
dently, as if to say, "Oh! you are there, are you? Why 
don’t you come and catch us, pray?” and then swim 
lazily away again. When Juan threw in little sticks they 
would rush for them just as if they wished to show him 
what he could do if he only had bait instead, on the end 
of a hook attached to a line. At last he could stand it 
no longer. He could not fish, but he would shoot. To¬ 
gether the children tramped over many a mile that day, 
but were never able to get near enough to anything to 
get a shot. The game they saw fled before them, and 
it was with great difficulty that, with Amigo’s help, Juan 
got one rabbit late in the afternoon. 

"Oh, dear! when we get food, we never have any 
water; and when we get water, the food always gives 
out,” complained Nita. 

"There is no use in our staying here. We should 
starve. The Indians have been here too long. We will 
start off again this evening,” said Juan, disappointed of 
the rest and comfort he had expected, anxious to linger 
near the river, yet afraid to do so. 

With the fixed idea of reaching Mexico, Juan took 
his bearings afresh, and crossed the river before dark, 
facing south-west. That evening the children walked 
eight miles and slept in the open prairie. 

All the next day they trudged along patiently under 
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a hot sun with but scanty refreshment, and lively fears 
lest some of their previous experiences should be repeated. 
The day after, they began to suffer again from the old 
heat and thirst and hunger, the old weariness and depres¬ 
sion. At the close of that day they gnawed eagerly at 
the one bone left from their rabbit. It was then given to 
Amigo who ground it to powder with his strong white 
teeth and stood at "attention,” waiting for more. They 
had kept a sharp lookout for something to eat; but the 
game was still unapproachable. They were so hungry 
that they could not go to sleep for the gnawing pain they 
were enduring, and Juan dug up some roots with which 
to satisfy this craving. At last, overcome by their great 
weariness, they dropped off to troubled slumbers and awoke 
to another ten hours of varied and acute physical misery. 
Happily, Juan had found at the camp an old leathern 
bottle, which had been discarded or forgotten by the In¬ 
dians, and this he had filled at the river. It saved them 
much suffering; but a diet of roots and tepid water is 
not the most strengthening in the world. They were limp¬ 
ing wearily along over a high plateau, across which they 
had been travelling for two days, when suddenly they 
were brought up with a short turn by finding themselves 
on the very brink of a precipice. 

Looking across a wide chasm, they could see a sheer 
wall of rock on the other side extending indefinitely below, 
on either hand, and beyond that a continuation of the plateau. 
Loud were their exclamations ; great their surprise. But 
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while Nita saw in it only an insuperable obstacle to further 
progress, to Juan it brought renewed animation and hope. 
Peering over the side as fearlessly as though he were a 
chamois, Juan made out, through the shadows that were 
already gathering in the lower part of the cation, a beauti¬ 
ful little river at the bottom imprisoned between the stern 
rocks that shut out everything except heaven, yet going 
quietly on its shining way, brightening and refreshing 
that secluded spot as some brave souls do the gloomy 
places of earth, seen only of God. 

The sinking sun sent beautiful oblique shafts of light 
down into the opening, and several flocks of doves wheeled 
above it. " I wish we could drop down there as easily 
as they can,” said Juan, pointing to them, "but we must 
get there somehow, and before night too.” 

"I have often wished for wings,” replied Nita. "It 
would be delightful to fly away up yonder, and then drop 
right down like a stone.” 

"If we are quick about it, we may get some game 
at once,” said Juan, paying no attention to her remark, 
his thoughts full of more practical matters. "There is al¬ 
ways a chance of it where there is water. Come on! 
If there are any deer about, I must get down before they 
have all had water, and gone out into the hills again. He 
took another look into and along the abyss, to see if there 
was anything that indicated a break in its surface, and, 
finding nothing, he started off at random along the brink. 
By a most fortunate chance — if it was chance — he had 


Digitized by Google 



THE CASON OF BOSES. 


149 


come upon the canon not a quarter of a mile from an in¬ 
tersecting, tortuous ravine, the only entrance to it from 
that side in a distance of fifteen miles. There was an 
opening on the opposite side about three miles below; 
but that would have been of small benefit to him while 
that chasm yawned between. 

Juan knew very well that it was only a chance whether 
he should find an opening that night or a week later; so 
it was no wonder that he gave vent to a shout of delight 
when he came to a deep ravine, cleft in the plateau by 
some such convulsion of nature as had created the canon, 
thickly filled with dwarf-oaks and pines and undergrowth, 
and with a distinct trail running down it, made by game 
of different kinds. "Lots of deer and turkeys must come 
to this place,” he cried. " Just look at the tracks. How 
thick they are, and coming in from every direction. Hur¬ 
rah ! Here we go! ” 

Tired as they both were, they were so inspired by the 
thought of getting food that they fairly ran down the ravine 
for some distance. The descent was not an easy one by any 
means, extremely steep in some places, gradual in others, and 
apparently interminable. It seemed to Nita that they were 
descending into the very bowels of the earth, and their 
clothes were torn again and again; their faces and hands were 
scratched by the long, sharp mesquite thorns until they bled; 
they walked over beds of cacti sometimes, picking their way 
as best they could; and once Juan stumbled headlong over 
some rocks, so eager was he to reach the river. 
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Twice Nita grew dizzy, and had to be guided by Juan 
along a narrow ledge that skirted the rock, with her eyes 
either shut or fixed on the sky above her. The sight of the 
depths below was more than she could bear. At last they got 
on level ground, and found that what had looked like a very 
narrow strip of ground, when seen from the plateau, had 
widened out into quite a little valley, as green and fresh as 
possible, having one most beautiful feature that had given 
it the name, among both the Indians and white men, of the 
"Canon of Roses.” 

How the flowers came to grow there no one could say; 
but there they were, running up to the very edge of the cliffs, 
mantling the face of the rock for hundreds of yards, blooming 
in inconceivable profusion and beauty, perfuming all the air, 
throwing out myriads of tendrils full of prodigal promise in 
folded bud and leaf, — an exquisite sight! Little short-breathed 
cries of " Linda1 Hermosa! Magnified ! ” 1 went up from Juan 
and Juanita, as they sank panting on the earth. Unaccus¬ 
tomed as they were to noticing such things, they could not 
but be struck by the loveliness of the place. It seemed a little 
heaven to them, with its sweet flowers and grass, its trees and 
river, its coolness and delicious odors, its soft light and grow¬ 
ing shadows. After the heat and glare and misery of that 
journey over the plateau it seemed enough joy merely to look 
and live with such surroundings. But hunger is an importu¬ 
nate creditor and cannot long be put off. 

" The evening is drawing down, and the game will be 

1 Beautiful l Lovely! Magnificent! 
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coming in soon,” said Juan, when his thoughts reverted to the 
great question of food. "We will hide now.” Nita agreed to 
this. They rose, sought out and carefully concealed them¬ 
selves behind some bushes near the plainest trail, and had 
hardly done so when several fine old bucks came trotting fear¬ 
lessly up the valley, and went down into the river; but on 
the opposite side. The sight of them excited Juan tremen¬ 
dously. What if he should be on the wrong side of the 
stream? Should he swim across it and conceal himself over 
there? Then, remembering the unmistakable evidences af¬ 
forded by the deer-run he was guarding, and rightly conclud¬ 
ing that there was an opening into the canon on the opposite 
side that might be investigated later, he kept perfectly still 
and quiet. The next moment he heard a little metallic clink 
of hoofs against the rock, and then a slight cough. His heart 
bounded, and beat almost to suffocation. Looking around, 
he and Nita saw an old doe and two beautiful little spotted 
fawns coming directly down the trail they were watching. 

The children scarcely dared to breathe. The wind was 
blowing away from the deer; and the doe, scenting no 
danger, came on, followed by her pretty innocents, until she 
got nearly opposite the young hunters, and very near them. 
Juan promptly decided to shoot the doe, and then try after¬ 
wards to get the fawns, which he knew would be apt to lin¬ 
ger near their mother. Accordingly, just as the doe got be¬ 
yond him, he rose to shoot. But he could not do it! He 
could not so much as take aim. He trembled so violently that 
his arrow bobbed irresolutely up and down as if in a con- 
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yulsion, nor could he steady it. His knees fairly knocked to¬ 
gether; and, although he made the most violent efforts to 
control himself, he could not succeed. He held his breath so 
long that it was a wonder he didn’t break a blood-vessel. He 
set his teeth; he was furious with himself; but for the life of 
him he could not shoot! 

It was no feeling of compassion for the creatures be¬ 
fore him that unnerved him, although they might very well 
have appealed to his heart ; it was not that he was over¬ 
come by all that he had lately undergone; it was simply 
that he was suffering from an acute attack of " buck ague.” 

This is a disease that all men with a passion for field 
sports have felt. Those who have never known it have 
never fully enjoyed hunting; but the worst of it is that 
it always makes its appearance at the wrong time. Juan 
had never experienced it before, and could not imagine 
what was the matter with him. He kept pointing at the 
motherly old doe until she had quite passed by, and then 
he tried feebly to aim at each of the fawns; but all in 
vain. He was so weak that he had to sit down, Kita 
staring at him all the while in mute but intense astonish¬ 
ment. " Are you ill ? ” she whispered, finally, alarmed by 
his appearance and behavior. 

" Keep still,” whispered Juan in return. "Keep still!” 
He then set to work in earnest to conquer himself. He 
put his bow down, drew a long breath, and gave him¬ 
self a severe lecture, in this wise: "You ninny! why are 
you trembling and shaking so? You couldn’t hit the side 
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of a mountain, much less a deer, in your present state. 
And what if you do miss? It isn’t the only deer in the 
world. Steady yourself, and be cool now, and take good 
aim.” 

Meanwhile the doe and her little ones had gone down 
into the river; and a lovely picture they made as they 
stood there; the mother dignified, gentle, protecting; now 
moving about gracefully in the clear stream; now stopping 
and glancing about her, as if to make sure that all was 
well, and her children in no danger; now stretching her 
neck down and letting the water ripple into her mouth; 
and ever casting looks of tender, contented love on the 
fawns as they frisked about and drank, and gave playful 
little bounds and leaps here and there, all joy and innocent 
beauty. The whole group ought first to have been trans¬ 
ferred to one of Landseer’s canvases, and then to an 
animal paradise of perennial grass, limpid waters, and per¬ 
fect peace. But, alas! Juan was himself again. His bow 
no longer trembled; the arrow had been carefully chosen 
and fitted into place. 

The river episode was the pleasantest of the day to 
the fawns, and they were in no hurry to end it; but 
the doe, seeing that they had drunk their fill, and that 
it was getting late, exerted her authority, and finally suc¬ 
ceeded in leading them up the green bank again. Here 
in a moment she caught scent of the children, and came 
on slowly, stepping very high, with head and tail erect, 
her whole expression one of uneasy alertness. Her great, 
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soft eyes roved anxiously from point to point, until at 
last they rested on Juan; while the fawns trotted along 
at her heels in happy ignorance of such things as ene¬ 
mies or arrows. 

It was Nita who secured for the party a brief respite. 
Eager to see what was passing, she rose on her knees 
just at the moment that Juan was about to shoot, and 
accidentally jogged his elbow as he let his arrow fly. 
The doe had not had time fully to make out what Juan 
was. The arrow passed over her back, and she wheeled 
and ran in the direction it had taken. It struck a dead 
tree and knocked down a large piece of bark, which fell 
in front of the doe, and she wheeled back toward the 
children, confused, and uncertain where the danger lay. 
She stopped so near them that they could hear her breath¬ 
ing, and then walked back to where the bark had fallen. 
The moment had come. Juan, whose nerves were now 
entirely under control, took aim at her heart, and let drive 
his shaft. The doe sprang high into the air, and ran off 
with outstretched neck, her tail whipping from side to 
side, a deadly fear for her fawns at her heart, more ag¬ 
onizing than the arrow that had given her a mortal 
wound. The frightened fawns followed close at her heels, 
carrying their white flags high in air. Suddenly the doe 
fell, turning a complete somersault. Finding their prog¬ 
ress thus arrested, the fawns bounded lightly over her, 
frisked playfully on for a little distance, and then turned 
and walked back. Astonished, apparently, to find their 
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mother still lying there, and much puzzled by her curi¬ 
ous behavior of the last few minutes, they put their little 
noses down to her, as if in this way to discover the 
trouble, whatever it was. Just then the doe gave a des¬ 
perate, dying kick with both hind feet that threw the 
torn-up grass and leaves into the faces of the fawns, 
and, drawing a deep, guttural breath at the same moment 
that frightened them out of their wits, died to them and 
a cruel world. 

The fawns tumbled back over each other in utter conster¬ 
nation. Never had their mother behaved in such a way; and, 
as if for explanation, they ran right toward the children, who 
were advancing to secure their prize. When they came quite 
close, they received one that even they understood. Juanita’s 
bow was also strung, and she was anxious for a shot, so she 
took good aim and sent an arrow deep into the side of one of 
the fawns; Juan also shot and struck the same one. Bleating 
most pitifully, it ran off down the valley, followed by its 
frightened little companion, Amigo at their heels, convinced 
that he had caught a deer, and could hunt as well as some 
other people. Juan followed, and when the fawn fell, seized 
it, and dragged it back to a place near his camp. Satisfied 
with the food in hand, he had allowed the second fawn to 
escape, and now seized his knife and fell to butchering the 
doe, while Nita got wood for the fire. 

The change from an empty wallet to an abundance of 
good meat was a cheering one; and, untroubled by sentimen¬ 
tal regret, Juan’s eyes glistened greedily as he cut piece after 


Digitized by Google 



158 


JUAN AND JUANITA. 


piece from the doe, which was in excellent condition, and from 
the fat little fawn. These he strung, a bit of lean and a bit 
of fat alternately, on a pole sharpened at both ends, and car¬ 
ried it over to the camp, unable to think of the future until 
his present longing was satisfied. 

Nita had a hot fire ready, and, with a vigorous thrust he 
stuck one end of the pole in the ground before the blaze. 
The venison soon began to give out the most savory odors; 
and, as the children heard the fat hissing and sputtering, and 
saw the juices running out of the meat, they gave vent to a 
great many exclamations, expressive of the liveliest satisfac¬ 
tion and pleasantest anticipations. They watched it growing 
browner and browner, they could hardly wait for it to cook; 
and the very instant it was done, Juan stretched out his hand 
to seize the pole, and actually had it in his grasp, when a tre¬ 
mendous uproar reached his ears, causing him to replace it 
hastily. 

The noise sounded like that made by horses’ feet in run¬ 
ning, then followed a few short yelps, and then Amigo rushed 
into camp with five or six wolves at his heels. He had been 
left to guard the meat at the place where it had been butch¬ 
ered, but the coyotes had smelt the blood, and invited them¬ 
selves to supper. Amigo, finding the odds too great, had fled 
and been pursued, and here they all were, dog and wolves, 
growling, snarling, howling terrifically, not a dozen yards 
awayl The din and the suddenness of the onset frightened 
Nita so dreadfully that she ran away as fast as her legs could 
carry her! Great was her horror of wolves at any time; and 
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it was not surprising that she could not face a pack of them 
at a moment’s notice. 

Juan, however, had been growing more self-reliant every 
day since he left the Comanche camp, and stood his ground 
bravely. Quick as thought he seized a brand from the fire 
and thrust it among the wolves. Not expecting an attack at 
all, much less one of such a startling nature, they shrank 
back, cowed, and slunk off, with the exception of one large 
coyote who had a score to settle with Amigo, and continued 
to chase him. Dropping the brand, Juan sent an arrow into 
his side. He fell over and yelled, and then, jumping up, tore 
up the valley, with Amigo no longer the pursued but the pur¬ 
suer. Juan followed and heard a loud snapping and barking, 
which told him that they were fighting, and made him hasten 
to Amigo’s aid. When he got up to them, though, it was 
clear that Amigo needed no allies. The wolf was in the ago¬ 
nies of death, and Amigo was holding him down by the 
throat, with a look of savage exultation on his face that was 
almost human, or rather quite diabolical. Juan called him off, 
and patted his head and praised him. The wolf was dragged 
back to camp, where Amigo sniffed at him more than once, 
contemptuously enough, during the evening. Nita had re¬ 
turned, and was, of course, complimented on her bravery by 
Juan. She retaliated by asking who had sat shivering and 
trembling behind the bushes, that very day, in an ague-fit 
worse than hers. Both remembered that they had had noth¬ 
ing to eat yet, and the next moment they were seated on the 
ground, and seized a rib apiece of the defunct doe, which 
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claimed and received all their attention. Of the yard of veni¬ 
son cooked, there was not enough left for Amigo, and the 
ribs were picked as clean as possible beside, so ravenously 
hungry were the hunters. 

It must not be supposed, though, that Amigo was allowed 
to lack for anything after his heroic defence of his master’s 
property. On the contrary, he made a most enormous supper 
off the carcasses of the deer, and swelled as visibly in the pro¬ 
cess as though he had been a kitten before a saucer of milk. 
This done, he walked about with a portly, well-satisfied air, 
like a dog on good terms with himself, conscious within well- 
bred limits of his exceptional merits. And then he stretched 
himself out comfortably near the fire, with all the affability 
and simplicity of the truly great, as much as to say, " Observe 
me! I catch a deer and kill a wolf on the same day, and then 
I retire modestly into private life as if nothing had happened.” 
He fell asleep in this admirable frame of mind, and the chil¬ 
dren were not long in following his distinguished example. 
Juan built up the fire before he lay down for the night, and 
began the process of "jerking ” meat by putting some of it on 
a little scaffold of green boughs well above the flame; but he 
was too tired to do much. During the night they were 
several times wakened by the whistling of the deer that came 
down to water; and Juan, more than half-asleep, would get 
up, mechanically turn over the meat, renew the fire, and drop 
down again by Nita’s side. 

Nita thought the wolves were upon them each time, and 
would have kept awake if it had been possible; but her great 
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weariness always got the better of her fears. Guarded by 
Juan and Amigo on the right and left, she slept profoundly. 
But there was no rest for a certain little fawn which wandered 
up and down the valley all the night long, seeking the mother 
it had lost, wandering it knew not where, bleating plaintively 
in the darkness, — a most unhappy dear little deer. 
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CHAPTER yni. 

ESTRELLA. 

A more cool, lovely, fragrant spot than the Cafion of 
Roses, in the dewy hush of early morning, one could 
hardly find the world over; and a joyous awakening was 
that of the children. Comfortably secure of a breakfast, 
they set Amigo to guard their meat, and went off for a 
walk up the valley, in order to get some idea of their sur¬ 
roundings. The valley alternately narrowed and broadened 
as they ascended it, so that at times there was but a path 
between the gray, lichen-dotted wall of rock on one 
hand and the river on the other, while at others there 
was quite a stretch of greensward between the two, almost 
a meadow, with trees that might have shown for what they 
were had they been upon the plateau, — of respectable, if 
not extraordinary, proportions, — but so dwarfed by their 
surroundings that they looked like large bushes until you 
got up to them, and so had another standard of meas¬ 
urement than the one afforded by the walls of the canon. 
In the open spaces there were wild-flowers in great va¬ 
riety, some of them peculiar to that canon. Ferns abounded 
also; and Nita soon had a bouquet, in which a great tuft 
of the white feather-plant was surrounded by other flowers 
of every color and most delicate loveliness. Juan was 
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peering into every snake-hole, noticing every bubble on the 
water made by the fish, capturing insects, throwing stones, 
breaking off sticks with which to switch off the heads of 
flowers or grasses, nosing out a rabbit-warren, staring at 
game-tracks, plucking berries, chewing bits of bark or 
roots. 

The river alone was full of attractions for both. Nita, 
free to obey her impulses, waded into it, as a matter of 
course, to get some lilies growing and blowing in one 
place so luxuriantly that the stream was almost bridged by 
a solid mass of floating, overlapping, shining leaves of 
darkest green, with lily matrons and lily-pod girls in white 
and gold walking across in beautiful procession. Juan 
sailed a whole fleet of wooden boats, or rather bits of 
wood, on it for quite an hour. They walked beside it for 
some distance, swam across it, wandered on the other side, 
until they were tired, and then returned to that on which 
they had camped, by a shallow spot where some white 
light was imprisoned even at that early hour, although 
all the stream was clouded, overshadowed like a mountain- 
tarn, giving out only steely-bluish, blackish surfaces as it 
rippled musically, eddied gently, or rushed boldly away in 
the soft gloom of the canon. The coolest, quietest river 
imaginable at its brightest and noisiest, — reflecting at mid¬ 
day, in a dim and distant fashion, the strip of sky overhead, 
or perhaps some great white cloud-Alp, as a metal mirror 
might have done. When the children had finished dashing 
the water up into each other’s faces to their mutual de-p 
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light, they suddenly spied some brilliantly colored pebbles 
nestling together at the bottom of the stream, where there 
was a little stretch of shallow water; and, pleased with the 
pretty stones which looked like so many crown jewels, seen 
through the doubly purifying medium of a child’s eye and' 
clear water, the explorers seated themselves on the bank 
in such a way as to allow their feet to dangle comfortably 
in the water, and then fell to playing odd and even, their 
zest in the game being much heightened by the plashing 
pedal accompaniment they kept up all the while. They then 
threw themselves back on the grass, and stared up at the 
sky, and went on laughing and talking gleefully until a 
little rustle in the bushes near them attracted their atten¬ 
tion and sent them up into a sitting posture at once. Juan 
was alarmed, for he had thoughtlessly left his bow at the 
camp; but he had no need to be frightened; for now came 
a plaintive " bleat, bleat, bleat,” and out came the little fawn 
they had spared the evening before. It was alone, and was 
still wandering about in an aimless, anxious way, trying to 
find out what had become of its family and friends. It 
had strayed down to the river to seek them, and, coming 
upon the children, stopped, and looked at them in a gentle, 
timid fashion, as if to say: "Could you, would you, tell 
me, if you please, where my mother is? I am so tired, 
and I have looked everywhere. I don’t know what to do, 
or where to go; I don’t, indeed.” 

"Oh, if I only had my bow!” said Juan. "We need 
another bag to put honey in, and the skin of this fawn 
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would make a splendid one, quite as big as the one Shan- 
eco keeps bear’s-oil in. What was I thinking of to come 
away without my bow? I tell you what; suppose we 
drive it very gently to our camp, and kill it there. You 
can do it if you like. But you must take good aim, and 
shoot at the throat so as not to spoil the skin. I’ll dress 
it afterwards, and then make the bag.” 

"Oh, poor little thing! don’t kill it, Juan,” said Nita. 
"It looks so helpless and frightened. Let us keep it 
for a pet, if we can tame it.” 

" Why, what nonsense! ” he exclaimed. " Of course 
I shall kill it. But come on, I am hungry. I want my 
breakfast.” 

Together they managed to make the fawn take the 
direction of the camp, and Juan dressed its spotted skin 
all the way back in imagination. But the longer Nita 
saw it and watched its graceful movements, as it trotted 
or bounded before them, the more pleased she was 
with its slender legs, its comical apology for a tail, 
its pretty coat, and the soft brilliancy of its eyes. Every 
moment she grew more determined to keep it. "It is 
such a dear little thing. I must have it; but how can I 
prevent Juan from killing it?” she thought. When they 
got near the camp he bade her run and fetch her how or 
his; but she was ready with an excuse. The fawn would 
not stray; it would stay in the neighborhood; why not 
wait until after breakfast? This seemed reasonable enough, 
and Juan consented to postpone the shooting. A very 
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hearty breakfast put him in a good humor; and, indisposed 
to exert himself at all, he sat down on the river-bank 
with Nita, and spent an hour there in idleness. Then 
he all at once caught sight of a bee, that was sipping and 
fluttering just below him, and said, excitedly, "See that I 
There’s another! Plenty of honey about here somewhere. 
We must look for it. Now we’ve got the bag and the 
honey both.” 

"Perhaps there isn’t any honey down here at all. Let 
us look first, any way, and then if we really find it — ” 
said Nita. 

Up jumped Juan, and started off with Nita to look 
for honey, having previously marked the direction the 
bees took when they left the river. His sharp eyes 
were soon looking not only at, but into, above, around 
the trees and cliffs as they went along, with the trained 
perception of a person who has been taught to use 
his eyes, not with the careless, unregarding, unobserv¬ 
ant gaze that looks, indeed, but sees little or nothing. 
Once Nita clapped her hands with joy, thinking she had 
found a bee-tree; but, on coming up, Juan said, "Wasps, 
only wasps, Nita. You see a bee in every butterfly,” in 
rather a patronizing way. Soon after he caught a flash 
of something yellow flying in and out of the bottom of 
a tree, and cried out, "Here! Here!” as he ran forward; 
but it was only a colony of yellow-jackets; and now it was 
Nita’s turn to ask who was seeing bees in butterflies? 
They walked on for some time after this, down the valley, 
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Juan puzzled, eager, quite aggrieved that there was no 
honey to be found, Nita insisting that there was none to 
find, and that they had better go back to camp, when all 
at once they dipped down into a little gully, and came 
upon a dwarf post-oak leaning over it, about which bees, 
unmistakable bees, were flying in considerable numbers. 
It was evidently an " At home,” a crowded apiarian recep¬ 
tion, to which all the respectable bees of the neighborhood 
had been invited; and never was there a tree better adapted 
to social purposes of the kind, for it was a mere shell,— 
an immense apartment tastefully fitted up and crowded 
with guests. A bear had gnawed quite a hole in it, and 
had doubtless tried to join in the festivities held there; 
but, being an uninvited guest and unwelcome, the intruder 
had been so rudely received, that, stung by their jibes and 
thrusts, he had left them to their own devices. But this 
had happened at some previous merry-making a long while 
before; for Juan noticed at once that the marks made by his 
teeth had nearly grown up. There had doubtless been 
other assaults; but the garrison was so numerous and so 
valiant that they had held their own against all their 
enemies. "It is an old tree; and look how yellow with 
wax this hole is where the bees go in. There must be 
an immense store of honey, and some other people have 
found that out,” Juan said, as he laughingly pointed out 
the place where Bruin had left his card on the bark. 
"We have no axe, nor hatchet. What shall we do? We 
must have that honey; that is certain. Let me think a 
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moment.” Dropping on the ground, Juan looked long 
and attentively at the oak, and Nita prattled away at his 
6ide, offering all sorts of suggestions, none of them very 
valuable ones, it must be confessed. Suddenly his eyes 
sparkled. He jumped to his feet and cried out, "Hurrah! 
I’ve got it! We can’t cut it down, but we can burn it 
down. Leaning, as it does, over the gully, the top will 
be sure to strike the opposite bank when it falls, and break 
the tree right off where the hive is. You’ll see how it 
works, Nita. Run and get some wood.” Off they both 
darted, seized an armful of dry sticks apiece, brought it 
back, and piled it around the roots of the oak, got another, 
and another, until they had almost enough material for a 
bonfire, and more than enough for their purpose, they 
thought, struck a light, and lo! a famous blaze. The bees, 
accustomed to an easy-going and sure-returning life, lulled 
by long security, convinced of the impregnability of their 
position, were utterly paralyzed, amazed, confounded by 
this attack. They swarmed out of the hive when the 
smoke reached them; they swarmed back again, in the 
most intense state of excitement; they could not see where 
to go, or who to sting; they buzzed out their anger and 
terror, and were utterly distracted; and all the while Juan 
and Nita looked on at a safe distance, delighted with the 
success of their plan, smiling at each other as the flames 
mounted higher and higher. Burning down a bee-tree 
proved to be a tedious process, though, and was not all 
play. The children had to pack in so much dry wood to 
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keep the fire up, that they were both quite exhausted. 
" Oh, if I only had father’s hatchet to cut down green wood, 
we could easily do it I This burns out so fast,” grumbled 
Juan and then laughed gleefully, and added, "Well! I am 
stupid. Of course I could cut it down then and needn’t 
burn it at all.” While they were talking, crack! crack! 
went the old tree, and down it fell with a crash! Highly 
delighted and excited, the children ran up to the edge of 
the bank, and saw, to their joy, that the tree had split off 
and open, just as Juan had predicted it would, leaving 
great flakes and layers of sealed comb in full view. Juan 
and Hita stood there and gloated over it for a while and then 
he said, " Stay here, Nita; I will run back to camp and get 
one of the deer-hides. It is nicely stretched by this time. 
Don’t touch the comb; the bees will be quiet when I get 
back, and we can take it all out without any trouble.” He 
must have run nearly all the way, he got back so soon 
with the hide, which he laid down on the ground and 
quickly covered with fresh leaves. He found the tree even 
richer than he had expected, and began operations by breaking 
off some pieces of comb for Nita and himself. These they 
ate with extreme relish on the bank, and then were very 
busy and very happy for an hour, putting layer after layer 
of the delicious stuff into the hide to carry back to camp. 
The load was a heavy one when they at last started, and 
they were obliged to stop and rest several times en route. 
Arrived at their camp they dumped the doe-hide down; 
and, remembering how much honey had been left behind, 
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made several trips back to the tree, returning with as 
much comb as they could carry on bark each time. The 
aggregate was an imposing heap enough; and, well satisfied 
with themselves and the result of their labors, they stopped 
only to swing the doe-hide and its contents up on a pliant 
limb, to get it out of the way of the ants, and laid down 
on the grass to rest. Their appetites had been considerably 
blunted by the honey they had eaten; but they managed 
to dispose of a good deal of venison, all the same. 

" By the by we will get that fawn now,” Juan said, at 
last. He strung his bow energetically, as he thought of 
the bag he coveted, and started off, Nita following, while 
Amigo stopped to finish gnawing at his breakfast of bones. 
"When they neared the little creature Ifita mustered up 
her courage and began to plead for its life. 

" Don’t kill it, Juan, please. I like it. Let me have 
it. You can get another. There are plenty about here. 
I want it. Do let me keep it, won’t you? If we can’t 
get a shot at another fawn we can always kill this one. 
You can make your bag of the skin of its little brother 
that I shot last night. I want to keep this one, and tame 
it. May I not?” 

Juan did not at all approve of such a course; but 
Nita was so eager and so much in earnest, that, to please 
her, he finally put the arrow that he had chosen for the 
deed back into the quiver. 

"It will die, anyhow,” he said. "What is the use 
of— Well — I will wait.” 
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Somehow the fawn reminded Xita of her own feelings 
when she had been taken from her mother, and it appealed 
strongly to her heart. She had always been fond of pets, 
too, and had often wished vainly for a fawn. Dead deer 
of all ages were plentiful enough in the Comanche camp; 
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but here was a living one, and such an interesting, beau¬ 
tiful little creature, stepping so daintily, nibbling so pret¬ 
tily, gambolling so playfully! " Xo, no! It must not be 

killed I” she decided; and, having constituted herself its 
protector, she thought about it a great deal, and loved it 
more and more. 

Juan took a good look at the meat he was drying, 
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shifted the pieces about briskly on the poles, made Amigo 
mount guard over the whole, — much against his dogship’s 
will, — and then indulged in a short nap. Nita awoke first, 
and went in search of her little fawn. It was not far away. 
Tired out by the wanderings and misfortunes of the last 
night and day, it was fast asleep when she first caught 
sight of it, and looked prettier than ever, curled up grace¬ 
fully among some bushes near the river. She sat down 
near it, and then and there inaugurated her system of 
taming wild animals, which, simple as it was, could not 
have been surpassed by the celebrated Mr. Rarey. The 
animal before her was neither very wild nor very vicious, 
it is true; and her method may be broadly said to have 
consisted in doing nothing at all. Nita was quite half a 
wild thing herself, and perhaps she knew instinctively how 
to woo other woodlings, and to teach them to trust her. 
Certain it is that she waited quietly until the fawn opened 
its eyes, looked at it quietly, paid no attention to its little 
snort of fear, watched it bound a few feet away, then 
slowly crept closer and closer, until, at last, she actually 
managed to get her hands on the shy creature and give 
it a caress or two. After this, she walked back to camp 
as pleased as possible, and told Juan that he should not 
touch her little "Estrella,” as she called the new pet, be¬ 
cause it had a white star in the middle of its forehead; fed 
Amigo; and suggested to Juan that he should drag the 
carcass of the dead wolf well out of the way, as it was 
getting offensive. This he did, and, coming back, inspected 


Digitized by Google 



ESTRELLA. 


173 


the four hams hanging up in the tree, gave another turn 
to the strips on the scaffold, took a look at the hides, and 
then announced that he was going hunting. 

"What’s that for, when we have all this?” asked Nita, 
who was so accustomed to living from hand to mouth that 
she felt as if they had a wealth of eatables already. 

"Oh, I mean to keep the venison for our journey; 
yes, and kill more and dry it, so it will take up as little 
space as possible. We won’t touch that unless we are 
forced to,” he replied. 

It was getting quite late, so they went off without loss 
of time to conceal themselves again near the trail by which 
they had descended into the canon. This time a flock of 
turkeys — fine, fat-looking gobblers, most of them — came 
down the trail almost before they got settled, craning their 
necks, flying awkwardly over the intervening boulders, 
squawking noisily the while, coming in to roost. Nita 
wanted to let fly at them at once, but Juan made her 
wait until they had drunk all the water they craved and 
flown up into the trees. He then crept up cautiously right 
under them, and brought down a great big fellow the first 
shot. Nita shot, too, almost at the same moment, but only 
lost an arrow, as her bird flew off with it sticking in his 
body, and the flock tumbled up and off, and made haste 
to leave such a neighborhood. The loss of an arrow was 
felt to be a serious one by Hita; they had none to spare; 
but she forgot the vexation when Juan called to her to 
notice what a fine bird he bad secured. 
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" It is so fat and heavy that it actually split open when 
it fell on its breast,” he said, exultingly. "We’ll take it 
back to camp, and have the feathers off in a twinkling. 
Suppose you do that, and leave me here to see if I can’t 
get another shot while you are cooking supper ? ” 

Nita agreed to this, lugged the turkey home, built a 
fire, and soon had the long skewer that she used for 
roasting (cut and sharpened for her by Juan) run through 
the plump breast of a bird that Apicius would not have 
scorned. Having stuck it up before the fire, she sat down 
to watch the process, and carefully caught up the juices, 
as they poured from the fowl, on a large bit of bark, 
basted, turned, rebasted, returned, pronounced it. "done,” 
mentally, wondered why Juan did not come, got down 
some honey from the hive to eat with it, and showed her¬ 
self a most thoughtful little housewife. At last, when she 
was quite in despair, and her patience all exhausted, she 
6aw Juan coming toward her, and saw that he was drag¬ 
ging behind him a fawn. "Can that be my little Estrella?” 
she thought; and, forsaking the turkey, ran forward to see, 
prepared to be angry and to scold Juan on short notice. 
But it was not. Juan had missed a buck and a doe, but 
had killed a fawn, and called out to her: — 

"You see, I have got another. Come, help me drag 
it in. I am tired.” 

She obeyed, and they soon had it in camp. "Now!” 
she said, and turned toward the spot where she had left 
the turkey. It was not there! She could hardly believe 
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it, she had been gone so short a time. She looked 
hastily around, and caught a glimpse of a bowed head, 
a guilty figure, a tail tucked as nearly out of sight as 
a tail can be. She understood. It was Amigo who had 
done it. The truth was that they had been so absorbed 
in their quest of honey, and in harvesting the golden 
stuff, that they had neglected Amigo a good deal that 
day. He had not been fed at the usual hour, and, when 
he was fed, he was not given enough to sustain him in 
a career of great personal responsibility and unceasing 
vigilance; and so he had betrayed his trust, and any¬ 
body could see, even by the flickering firelight, that he 
was deeply ashamed of himself. Such sincere contrition 
ought, perhaps, to have procured his pardon; but he had 
sinned once too often. The children were hungry; they 
had counted on that turkey; they had not had turkey 
since they left the cave, and did not know when they 
would get it again. Amigo was soundly drubbed, —" to 
teach him a lesson,” Juan said; but I am afraid there was 
some anger and disappointment in the affair. The children 
had to sup, after all, on dried venison, and Juan did not 
recover from his annoyance until he got to work butcher¬ 
ing the fawn. Nita looked on with bright interest, Amigo 
in a broken-hearted, broken-spirited way, while he skil¬ 
fully cut and stripped off the hide so as to make no holes 
in it, beginning at the neck. The fawn had previously 
been hung up by its neck so that Juan could get at it 
easily, and, when he had disposed of the meat, he carried 
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the hide off, sought and found a hole in the rock, put the 
hide in it, filled it up with ashes and water, and came 
back to camp again. Nita was extremely curious to see 
and know what he was about. 

"What have you done with it?” she said. "What do 
you want with ashes and water? You surely aren’t going to 
pour those on the hide. You will ruin it.” 

To this Juan made no reply, except to look very impor¬ 
tant, and put her off with, "You will see; you will see in 
due time.” 

The first thing Juan did next morning was to have a look 
at the fawn-skin; and, finding that it had not been in the 
ashes long enough for the hair to slip off, he determined to 
leave it where it was, in the tannery he had improvised, over 
night. At breakfast Juanita said to him, " Don’t forget that 
Amigo has to take his share of our load when we leave here. 
He can’t be a lazy dog when there is so much to carry. You 
and I won’t be able to take it all, and I know he can help.” 

"Yes; that was a splendid idea of yours, and I saved that 
wolf-skin, and have got it in hand. It will make a splendid 
pack-saddle,” Juan replied. He was very impatient to begin 
the work he had marked out for himself; but it could not be 
done that day, so he had to content himself with other em¬ 
ployments and amusements, of which there was no lack. The 
most interesting one was shooting two turkeys, which afforded 
them not only a great deal of fun, but a nice dinner. Any¬ 
body could have told that Juan’s heart was in the work he 
had planned, for he was up at dawn next day, and was so 
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full of energy and purpose that he paid no attention to Nita’s 
sleepy remonstrance, "Don’t go yet, Juan; it is not light 
enough to see.” 

" Oh, I can’t wait for the sun to get here,” he answered, 
impatiently, and ran off to the " tannery.” He soon had the 
fawn-skin out, shook it thoroughly, and, putting it on a tree 
that had grown in such a way as to present an inclined plane 
that exactly served his purpose, he went busily to work. 
"When Nita joined him, he was rubbing away with immense 
vigor, singing as he bent over the skin, so absorbed in what 
he was doing that he started when she spoke to him. She 
offered to help, and looked on with vivid curiosity, as Juan 
swept up and down the skin with a deer-rib, and skilfully re¬ 
moved the hair. She chattered to him all the while, and plied 
him with questions; but he only continued to sing and to 
work. 

"Now, then,” he said at last, when the skin was all clean 
and smooth, " you can run back to camp, and bring me all the 
turkey-fat there is. Hurry up! ” Full of admiration of 
Juan’s talent and ingenuity, Nita cheerfully obeyed; and, as a 
reward, was allowed to take a turn at rubbing the fat into the 
skin when Juan’s arms and muscles gave out. When it was 
thoroughly soaked with the fat, and had been rubbed until it 
seemed a wonder that there was anything left of it, they took 
it up between them and bore it proudly back to camp, and 
propped it up in front of the fire to dry. They then break¬ 
fasted on cold turkey, and, as they munched away, discussed 
their plans. 
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"As soon as I have done I shall begin Amigo’s pack- 
saddle; for we shall have to accustom him gradually to wear¬ 
ing it. Don’t you interfere, !NIta. I’ll bring him to terms,” 
said Juan. "You can just amuse yourself with your fawn. 
How tame it is already! It joins the deer that come in to 
water every night. I wonder it hasn’t gone off with them. 
What was the use of taking it for a pet, anyhow? We shall 
not be here longer than a week, and then you will have to 
leave it.” 

"But I won’t leave it! I am not going to leave my little 
Estrella behind me,” replied Nita, pettishly. " I like it better 
than any pet I ever had, and I mean to take it with me.” 

"All right; only I will kill it first,” said Juan, teasingly. 

"You shan’t kill it, at all,” said Nita; "it is mine. I 
won’t have it killed. And we are not going away in a week; 
we are going to stay a month. You said so yourself.” 

" Oh, that was when I first came, and I was tired! I am 
going just as soon as I am ready,” said Juan. 

" But I am not going until I am ready,” retorted Nita. 

" You are going whenever I see fit to take you,” said 
Juan, provokingly. "I am a warrior, and I know best, and 
you must do as I say. You are nothing but a child, and 
you will never be anything but a squaw. We are going in 
a week, and I shall kill your fawn whenever I choose.” 

Then followed a stormy moment, full of " I shalls ” and 
" I shan’ts,” " I wills ” and " I won’ts,” which worked the 
quarrel up to its height. !Never had they had such a disa¬ 
greement, and their hearts were so full of angry and wicked 
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feelings that even the lovely Caflon of Roses became all at 
once an ugly and dreadful place. 

"I will kill it now,” said Juan, passionately, starting up 
and seizing his bow. 

"You shan’t touch it!” shrieked Nita. Both children 
ran as fast as they could to where Estrella was peacefully 
grazing, in ignorance of what was going on. Quick as 
thought, Nita rushed up to it. Quicker still, Juan fitted an 
arrow and let it drive. But not into the fawn did it go. 
Nita had thrown her arms around her little pet’s neck, and 
whiz went the arrow into the fleshy part of her left arm ! She 
gave a shriek, and tumbled down as if killed. Juan was 
dreadfully frightened. His anger cooled at once, and was 
replaced by alarm and regret. He ran forward, startling the 
fawn, which bounded away a short distance, and looked back 
at the children, quite unconscious of its narrow escape. Juan 
passionately assured Nita that he had not meant to hurt her; 
he whipped out his knife, cut off the point of the arrow, sac¬ 
rificing it without a thought, drew it out with one swift 
motion, and, in a twinkling, had stanched the blood that 
flowed from the wound, and bound up her aim with more skill 
and gentleness than could have been expected. So eager 
was he, so humble, so penitent, that ifita could not long 
remain estranged and unforgiving. Realizing, as they did, 
that they both had been in fault, no sooner did one begin to 
take all the blame for what had happened, than the other, too, 
assumed it; and never had their hearts been more closely 
united than when they finally embraced each other, after half 


Digitized by Google 



182 


JUAN .LSD JUANITA. 


an hour of sighs and tears, excuses, explanations, and con¬ 
fessions. 

Juan’s generous nature was especially moved, and he 
ardently longed to make every possible reparation. He could 
not sufficiently accuse himself, and, as to Estrella, he conceded 
everything. He would catch and tame several fawns for her, 
if she liked; he would do anything, agree to anything, that 
would make Nita happy. Meanwhile, the innocent cause of 
the well-nigh tragic dispute had wandered off a little way, 
and seemed to be looking at them in mild rebuke. 

The truth was that Juan had been growing more and 
more proud and overbearing of late. He had convinced him¬ 
self that he was a very remarkable boy; indeed, infinitely su¬ 
perior, not only to Nita, but to everybody; and this convic¬ 
tion had led him to treat his sister with a certain contempt 
which she had felt, but not resented. He saw his mistake 
now; and, as they walked back to camp, he was so kind and 
tender, so humble, and so like his old self, that Nita’s love 
and confidence revived tenfold. 

Nor was this the only good result that flowed from the 
quarrel. The remembrance of the lengths to which his anger 
had carried him kept him on his guard against giving way to 
his temper, and taught him to curb his passionate nature. 
As for Nita, she asked nothing better than to live in love and 
peace with Juan. 

In this way another member was added to the party in 
the canon, and, for the remainder of their stay, Estrella was 
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as much at home in the camp as Amigo. There never was a 
prettier or gentler little creature. It became wonderfully 
tame, and would follow Nita about as if it had been a pet 
lamb, — up the valley, down the valley, across the river, — 
wherever that active young mistress chose to rove; it would 
eat from her hand and rub against her, cat-fashion; it seemed 
to her to have every delightful quality that a pet could have, 
and she was never tired of caressing it. It is certain that she 
never would have given it up of her own accord; and Juan 
was not only pledged to non-interference, but hardly dared 
re-open the subject lest he and NIta should quarrel again and 
make each other miserable. 

Estrella finally settled it once for all. She took her 
future into her own hands, or rather hoofs; and one night, 
when the children were fast asleep, and the crescent moon 
was peering over the edge of the cliff, with one horn well 
down to see if those could possibly be the two little Mexicans 
that had escaped from the Comanches, the little fawn trotted 
off down the river-bank, plashed into the water and joined a 
certain benevolent doe that frequented the canon. We have 
nothing to do with the interview between them. It was not 
their first; and Estrella’s comical little tail wagged a great 
deal while it lasted, perhaps from satisfaction at finding her¬ 
self an adopted child. An hour later she might have been 
seen leaping up a well-known trail in the wake of her foster- 
mother and beautiful young foster-brother. 

The party took their way to the plateau above, and so on 
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out into the hills, where, all unmindful of the affection, sacri¬ 
fices, and distress of the mistress she had abandoned, the 
happy, if ungrateful, fawn went back to that state of nature 
which for her and all her tribe is emphatically a state of grace 
as well. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

SENOR LEOPARDO. 

Nita’s wound made her feverish that night, and Juan 
could not sleep for thinking of her and of what he had 
done. He rose several times, and insisted on bathing her 
arm freely with cold water; he made her a bed of fragrant 
grasses, piled high around her; he awoke her more than 
once, to ask anxiously how she felt. "This is the way 
in which I have kept my promise to the mother, always 
to take care of Juanita,” he thought, in bitter self-reproach. 
He made himself very unhappy lest the wound should not 
heal well, and further trouble be in store for him, and could 
hardly wait for the light to come to run off into the nearest 
wood in search of certain leaves which the Comanches 
use for medicinal purposes. When Nita opened her eyes 
Juan was not to be seen; but in about an hour came 
running swiftly toward camp, holding out his olive-branch, 
the leaves he had been in search of, and had only found 
up on the plateau, five miles away. Of these he made a 
kind of poultice with water, bruising them first between 
two flat stones,, and bound it on her arm, an expedition 
and surgical operation which he insisted on repeating 
every day for a week. His affectionate care made Xita 
so happy that it seemed to her almost worth while to 
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be shot in order to be so kindly nursed; and, being ac¬ 
customed to see the gravest illness and most severe 
hurts silently endured, she made no sort of lamentation 
or complaint. She insisted that her wound was nothing, 
and would have occupied herself very much as usual, had 
she not seen that it worried Juan to have her use her arm. 
As it was, she kept quiet, and this, with Juan’s poultice, 
so aided the natural process by which nature repairs the 
wrongs done a healthy body, that a complete cure was 
soon effected, to her comfort and Juan’s great joy. Mean¬ 
while, she had to sit and look on while her brother busied 
himself in making two things in which they were both 
deeply interested,—a pack-saddle and saddle-bags for Amigo. 
With his usual cleverness and ingenuity, Juan, in three 
days, deftly fashioned the first out of the wolf-skin he 
had saved and tanned. In three more he made a ser¬ 
viceable, if not particularly handsome pair of bags out 
of the doe-hide. And then came the necessity* of trying 
both on the person for whom they were intended, and 
reconciling him to their use. jSow, it must be quite clear 
by this time that Amigo was an uncommonly sagacious 
and right-minded dog, — a dog of fine intelligence, good 
principle (as canine principles go), and warm heart; but still 
he was a dog. He had no objection whatever to making 
himself useful, and knew very well that he had the brains 
and ability to serve his master. Could he not, when he lived 
at the hacienda, go out into the open prairie and pick 
out from fifty herds every horse, cow, calf, and sheep 
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belonging to Don Jose, and drive them into corral , and 
that alone, and at the same hour every evening? Had 
he not looked after the cattle for three years because he 
was told to do so, although he would have greatly pre¬ 
ferred to be about his proper business, which was herding 
sheep? It was, then, not from any stupidity or desire to 
shirk unpleasant duties that Amigo proved to be a 
difficult subject for training as a beast of burden. It was 
only, as I have already said, that he was a dog. When 
everything was ready, Juan whistled to him, and he 
came running out of the bushes readily enough, and 
came up to where they were sitting, Juan with the pack- 
saddle in his hand eager to adjust it, Nita longing to 
have a share in the transaction, and deeply interested to 
see how it would succeed. 

Both children began talking to Amigo, exactly as though 
he had been a human being; and no human being could have 
looked more intelligent than he did as he stood there listen¬ 
ing, wagging his tail, smiling in their faces while they ex¬ 
plained the necessity they were under of exacting from him 
a service he had never rendered before. He stood perfectly 
still while Juan put the saddle on, and both children were so 
delighted by his docility and appearance that they capered 
about him in high glee, laughing heartily to see their old 
friend in such a queer new role, and charmed with the entire 
success of Rita’s plan for securing a porter. However, they 
congratulated themselves prematurely; for, growing tired of 
standing still and being admired, Amigo suddenly sat down, 
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when lo! off slipped the saddle, and, thinking the children’s 
little game at an end, Amigo bounded off up the river-bank 
again. He was called back, and Juan set to work to remedy 
the fault. It was not so easy for an amateur saddler to man¬ 
age this, though, and Juan spent an hour trying to contrive a 
set of harness that would serve his purpose. Tie as he would, 
and strap as he would, the saddle would slip down when Am¬ 
igo sat down, as sit he would, or be shaken off, perhaps, for 
Amigo soon got to think the whole thing a nuisance, and was 
minded to get out of it if he could. Finally, by an ingenious 
system of breast and tail straps, Juan got the saddle arranged 
in such a way that, run and rub and wriggle as Amigo might, 
he could not get it off, and then he cut some fresh thongs of 
leather, and bound the saddle-bags into place. Amigo was 
then much patted and praised, and half-coaxed, half-forced, to 
trot down the valley for about half a mile and back again, 
when he was released and given a large piece of turkey, 
as a reward for what, on the whole, was good behavior. 
This was the first lesson, and it was repeated every day, the 
load which was to be carried being gradually added, and the 
distance increased. For a few days either Juan or Nita 
always ran alongside, and kept fast hold of a leather strap 
fastened around Amigo’s neck; but, seeing that the dog was 
beginning to understand what was required of him, Juan took 
off the strap, and, by dint of giving Amigo a blow or two 
when he ran into the undergrowth, and some very nice bones 
when he trotted along soberly and properly by his master, — 
in short, by a judicious system of rewards and punishments, — 
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soon converted the sensible shepherd-dog into an excellent 
pack animal. As may be supposed, the children thoroughly 
enjoyed training him, and spent many an hour in the merriest 
fashion running after or before him, heading him off in this 
direction, driving him in that. To saddle and unsaddle him, 
alone, was an amusement of which they never tired, and 
Amigo made less and less resistance to the process; indeed, 
soon gave himself the air of having been in the business 
all his life. 

At last a day came when the children had no longer 
an excuse for staying any longer in the canon, and began 
to think of moving on. They were no longer weary or 
foot-sore; they had as much dried meat as they could 
possibly carry; and there was no reason why they should 
not start at once. Yet, with a not unnatural horror of 
what might lie before them, they talked of going for 
several days before they could make up their minds to 
leave their beautiful canon, offering them, as it did, shelter, 
food, water, shade, and an endless variety of pleasures. 

w Let us stay just this day, and play in the river,” said 
Nita; or, "I must climb up the cliff, and get some more 
roses to make a necklace for Estrella.” ' 

" I should like another shot from the upper trail; we 
may as well kill one more turkey, and stay another day,” 
said Juan. 

Nita was more willing to go, after Estrella took French 
leave of them in that very garland of roses, and Juan felt 
that he ought not to waste any more time; so it was de- 
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cided one night, when all the canon was dimly suffused 
with moonlight, and a mocking-bird close by was pouring 
out a perfect rainbow of song over the heads of the 
children, who were lying under the tree in which a certain 
nest had been made. 

"It is a paradise,” said Juan for the twentieth time; 
" but we must leave it.” 

The paradise he had in mind was the Indian one, 
which consists of* a lovely spot where there are plenty of 
enormous acorns for bread, luxuriant clover as pasture for 
horses, an abundance of fat venison, cold, sparkling water, 
and grass that never fails; but the term might have been 
carelessly applied to the canon at that moment by the 
most orthodox Christian. 

"Casteel will be a grizzly bear, that is certain,” said 
Nita, whose mind often reverted to that terrible warrior. 
She had' always been told in the tribe that bad Indians, 
when they died, either became grizzly bears, or wandered 
forever in a sterile land, where game was scarce and wild, 
acorns small, and water brackish, and she had privately 
settled that the last fate was not the one reserved for 
Casteel. She knew that if there was any game at all in 
that country Casteel would contrive to kill it, and make 
himself comfortable somehow; and her imagination had 
long fed upon the image of Casteel as a savage, wicked, 
hungry, helpless bear, powerless to help himself or hurt 
others. The poor child’s religious impressions were the 
strangest possible jumble of Comanche and Catholic ideas 
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by this time; and the mere thought of her old enemy in 
that alarming guise frightened her so that she crossed 
herself and said, " Don’t let us talk of Casteel any more, 
Juan, dear.” 

" I am not talking of him, or thinking of him,” re¬ 
plied Juan. "I am thinking that we must leave this 
before daylight to-morrow. We will take advantage of these 
fine nights to travel only partly by day; and, now that 
we have so much food, and can carry so much water, I 
don’t believe we shall suffer as we have done.” 

After this there was a long pause. Juan was revolv¬ 
ing the journey in his mind, and thinking out his plans. 
Nita had no such responsibility, and had almost dropped 
asleep, when she was roused by an energetic shake from 
Juan. 

" Nita, Xita, I have been thinking. I have got such 
an idea! Body of San Hippolito ! 1 why didn’t I think of 
it when I saw those Lipans starting off, and follow in 
their wake? But no! that would not have done either. 
They would have made all the game so wild that we 
would have starved.” 

"Heavens above, hermano mio! what are'you talking 
about? ” inquired Nita, surprised and confused by all these 
allusions. "Follow the Lipans, indeed! You must be crazy! 
What do you mean?” 

"Mean? Why, don’t you see? They did not go toward 
Mexico; and I saw them set their faces toward Texas, and 

hippolito is patron of lunatics and idiots. 
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never thought why. Oh, it is too much, such stupidity! ” 
exclaimed Juan, with vehemence. 

"Well, what if they did? I am sure I didn’t want to 
follow them, or have them follow us,” said Nita, with entire 
sincerity. 

" But don’t you see? ” persisted Juan. " They struck for 
the nearest point ,— the nearest settlement. Texas, then, must 
be much nearer us than Mexico; and if they can go there, 
we can go, too. I can’t imagine what made me such a dolt 
as not to see it before. I shall change our course, and make 
for Texas. There are Mexicans there, I have heard, and 
we can easily get from there to Mexico in some way. Viva! 
Nita! It is a splendid thought. It is as clear as daylight 
to me now.” 

It was not quite so easy for Nita to change her views 
about the route to be taken, and she argued the question 
for some little time with Juan; but of course yielded in the 
end, after which they both went contentedly to sleep. 

The morning-star was still shining in the first auroral 
flush of coming day, when Juan and Nita once more stood 
together on the plateau above the canon, which they had 
left in darkness. They had crossed the river, and walked 
down three miles to another opening, which they had pre¬ 
viously explored, and knew would take them out on the 
prairie beyond. The sound of falling water (coming from 
the river running over a series of rocky ledges, and finally 
leaping into a pool below near the deer-run they were 
mounting) reached them for some time, as did the odor 
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of the roses, which grew as luxuriantly about there as they 
did near their abandoned camp; and when they finally reached 
the plateau, and saw the great, wide plain stretching away 
before them, Nita’s 'first impulse was to beg Juan to go 
back to the canon. 

It seemed a dreadful thing to start out into that dark, 
unknown country. But he was not one whit dismayed, 
and broke into a whistle, which he presently cut short to 
say, "A good, early start this, Nita. We turn southward 
now, and we ought to get a long march done and over 
before noon. What are you doing?” Nita, yielding to a 
natural impulse, was peering over the side of the preci¬ 
pice. Juan joined her, and also looked down into the mys¬ 
terious abyss. 

" Don’t you think we — we had better go back? ” sug¬ 
gested Nita timidly. 

"No!” replied Juan with much emphasis; and, im¬ 
patient to be off, he marched away at once across the 
prairie, with Amigo bounding along at his heels. As 
the light grew brighter Nita’s heart grew lighter, and 
the brother and sister were soon walking with more 
spirit, and talking with more cheerfulness, than they had 
done since they started. For one thing, they felt secure 
from the two great dangers that had so long threatened 
them, starvation and thirst; for another, hope of reach¬ 
ing the settlements sooner than they had at first thought 
possible, had inspired them with astonishing energy. 

"I think that the worst is over for us,” said Juan. 
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" With Amigo’s help we can carry enough water and 
provisions to last for ten days at a time; and in that 
time we can certainly replenish our store, unless we are 
very unfortunate.” In this faith the' party travelled for 
an entire week without other stoppages than such as 
were necessary, and absolutely without adventures of any 
kind. And Juan was right; the worst was over. Fatigues 
and hardships up to a certain point were to be their por¬ 
tion for many weeks to come; but want and misery were 
at an end, as we shall see. The first they bore with 
that stolidity which was partly habit, partly training; the 
second they were happily not called upon to endure again. 
In a few days the character of the scenery about them 
began to change for the better, and they soon entered a 
lovely country, riclily-wooded, looking for all the world 
with its short turf and fine oaks, its glades and dells, and 
its exquisite undulations, like an English park. With its 
distant line of blue mountains, its herds of deer, its beauti¬ 
ful streams and carpet of wild-flowers, there was nothing 
that the most accomplished landscape-gardener could have 
added to heighten the charming effect; and for once art 
and nature were interchangeable terms. They had left the 
high table-lands behind them, and entered the delightful 
region adjoining. They noticed that the evening-star no 
longer cast a shadow. The heat was still very great, but 
had lost its peculiar oppressive quality, and there were no 
more bare, shelterless prairies to traverse, — arid wastes op¬ 
pressive to the imagination, stretching away in desolate 
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monotony to the very sky-line. They had but crossed a 
small portion of one such, that ended four hundred miles 
away in the deserts of Arizona. Every day earned them 
farther into this beautiful district; and, although they only 
looked at it from the practical and personal stand-point of 
its capacity to sustain three travellers cast upon its tender 
mercies, yet, even so, it was all that was cheering, and 
insensibly they were much affected by its charming aspect. 
For some time they were very independent, and made no 
demands upon it, pushing steadily on, with no thought of 
anything except getting over as much ground as possible. 
The fine, pure air of that region made these long marches 
less trying than more moderate exertion taken in a different 
climate, and the children took a pride in taxing their 
endurance to its utmost limit, feeling that every mile was 
just that much gained, and brought them that much nearer 
the hacienda. They were quite free from care for the pres¬ 
ent; but Juan was not sorry to see that the country was 
full of game, from buffalo to rabbits. The sight of it 
excited Amigo very much, and at first he was for chas¬ 
ing every rabbit and fowl that crossed his path; but he 
soon learned that he must control himself, and not give 
way to such impulses. It was wonderful to see how well 
and faithfully he bore his burdens and played his part. 
Occasionally he would get wedged in between the bushes 
in a way to threaten the cargo he carried, and would 
have to be disentangled by one of the children, and he 
had a trick of lying down when he got hot and tired, 
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and required a good deal of coaxing and encouragement 
sometimes to induce him to resume the march. But, on 
the whole, he behaved astonishingly well, and trotted many 
a mile behind his young master and mistress in the most 
sober and responsible fashion. His eyes rolled longingly 
to the right or left; his tongue lolled out of his mouth with 
heat and fatigue; that odious saddle rubbed and chafed his 
poor back not a little, and he was often dead tired and 
covered with perspiration; but he kept straight on in the 
path of duty, which was the more creditable, in that he 
knew no reason for hurrying through such a pleasant 
country. 

On the ninth day out the children came upon a 
beautiful valley and had hardly traversed three miles of 
it when what should they see but a river curving boldly 
into it and running away in a south-easterly direction. 
Now they could see its long bend sparkling in the sun¬ 
shine, and at the next turn it would be concealed by its 
own wooded banks; but there it was. There was water, 
shade, rest, all manner of delightful things, and they 
pressed on toward it with the utmost eagerness. 
When they got up to it Amigo’s sorely-tried principles 
gave way under the strain of a new and overpowering 
temptation. He dashed off toward the stream, and in 
another moment would have been in it, had not Juan 
rushed after him and caught him just in time. " Poor 
old fellow ! does he want a bath? Well, wait a minute, 
just one minute, until I get off this saddle,” said Juan, 
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and fell to untying and unbuckling a dozen or so of 
straps. The moment he was free Amigo gave a tremen¬ 
dous bound and rush, and the next instant had plunged 
into the water, and was swimming dowu stream in a 
state of evident ecstasy that amused the children im¬ 
mensely. It was not very long before they were indulg¬ 
ing in the same luxury, and a luxury it was, after their 
long journey. They spent an hour most agreeably in 
swimming and shouting, and laughing, and floating, and 
ducking, and diving, and every imaginable antic; and 
Amigo took a lively part in their play, fetched sticks, 
no matter where Juan threw them, swam up and down 
and all around and looked delightfully absurd with the 
water dripping off his nose and tail, and his honest coun¬ 
tenance radiating satisfaction. When they were all on dry 
land again, Juan called to Nita to come lower down and 
look at the quantities of fish that were now to be seen in 
the stream they had quitted ; great trout swimming lazily 
along, schools of perch swimming swiftly on their own 
errands, blue catfish darting here and there. Nita took 
a good look at them all, and heartily echoed Juan’s ” It 
is too bad, a river full of fish, and no way in the world 
of catching them.” They returned the compliment, and 
some instinct seemed to tell them that their natural enemy 
was at hand, for they ran away under the banks and 
rocks in a great panic, and soon there was not a fish to 
be seen except the phlegmatic cat, which, quite unaf¬ 
fected by all this commotion, moved about tranquilly, deep 
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down in the clear water. As their fright wore off, they 
all came back again, curious to see the dreadful new 
creatures that had so startled them; and the sight made 
Juan sigh afresh. He was especially fond of fish, and he 
felt the loss of his tackle to be more of a grievance 
than ever. "If I only had a little horse-hair, I know 
what I would do,” he said. "What a supper we would 
have! I would shoot those trout if we had any arrows 
to spare; but we haven’t, and I don’t like to risk losing 
them. And you know when an arrow gets wet it is 
generally useless. The sinew that is used to fasten on 
the feathers and spike becomes soft and comes off, and 
the arrow will warp. Well, I suppose I must give up all 
idea of fish for supper; but I’ll get something, and you 
had better fill the canteens and make a fire, Nita. For¬ 
tunately there can be no lack of food here.” So saying, 
he gave a last lingering look at the biggest trout in sight, 
and walked away back to the spot where they had left 
the pack. The shadows were now lengthening, but were 
far from bringing peace and quiet to the place. The 
children found it full of stir and motion. Turkeys were 
coming in, all gobble and yelp, to roost for the night; 
squirrels were chattering overhead; covies of quail flew 
up under their very feet, and nearly made Amigo jump 
out of his skin; whole flocks of ducks went squawking 
and quacking past them; and suddenly three successive 
white clouds of pigeons swept past them, flying so near 
the ground that Nita was forced to dodge her head left, 
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right, left again to avoid being struck. They were 
probably on their way to their roosting-places, hundreds 
of miles away, and were naturally in a hurry, for at best 
they can’t get much sleep. They keep late hours, come 
in long after dark, and then take so long to settle down 
for the night, with all their fluttering, crowding, changes 
and confusion (to say nothing of breaking a limb or two 
by persisting in all flocking upon that one and no other), 
that it must be nearly daylight before they can close an 
eye. Juan caught sight of some deer feeding in the dis¬ 
tance, but concluded to sup on turkey. Before the sun 
dropped quite out of sight behind the distant mountains 
he had two on spits before the fire; and, after the dry 
fare of the last week, our travellers greatly relished the 
breast of these delicious birds. They had a merry little 
meal together, and did not stint themselves at all, seeing 
that it would hardly require any exertion to get food 
enough for a whole tribe, much less for three runaways. 
Amigo, overjoyed at being relieved from his pack-saddle, 
frisked about extensively, and went off at short intervals 
on voyages of discovery all that evening, but finally 
settled down at their feet when the children laid down 
under a large pecan tree. 

The night was not only fine and clear, but moonlit and 
wonderfully brilliant. In that latitude, and at that altitude, 
moonlight means a good deal more than the feeble, glimmer¬ 
ing light that gives such an effect of mournfulness and 
desolation to even the most prosperous landscapes in 
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northern countries. This was not a tearful, unhappy moon 
in reduced circumstances, but the beautiful queen of the 
night, shining afar in splendid state, and flooding the world 
with a light as clear, if incomparably softer than that of 
her rival the sun. The wind from the river was balmy and 
delightful; the place was full of sweet repose, and absolutely 
peaceful. The children were tired young things, and were 
soon lulled to sleep, their last feeling one of perfect com¬ 
fort and security. How long Juan slept he never knew; 
he was to all intents and purposes a Comanche, and an 
Indian never seems to sleep at all in the sense of losing all 
consciousness of what is happening around him; so perhaps 
it is not remarkable that Juan, whose ear was next the ground, 
suddenly opened his eyes, then sat up, then laid his ear 
down to the earth again, and again sat up and looked 
eagerly about him. He had heard a sound that he very 
well knew, and he was awaiting further developments. He 
had to wait a good while first, and in the interval he awoke 
Nita gently, and told her in a whisper that he had heard 
the sound of horses’ feet, and then placed himself so that 
he could clap his hand over Amigo’s mouth and smother a 
bark if need be. 

” O Juan ! it’s Indians. It is the Comanches,” whis¬ 
pered Nita, in abject fright. 

" Comanches! Nonsense! There isn’t a Comanche 

within a hundred miles,” he replied. 

"Then* it is the Apaches,” said Nita, fastening upon 
another tribe, also the terror of the border settlements. 


Digitized by Google 




seSor leopardo. 


205 


w Oh, do let us run and hide somewhere! Don’t stay here, 
Juan.” 

"Run, indeed! I am surprised at you, NIta. Never 
run as long as you are not seen, or can hide. S—sh! not 
another word.” 

With this, Juan proceeded to practise the silence he 
had enjoined, and NIta could hear nothing but the rustling 
leaves about her. There was a long silence, and then Nita 
heard, first very faintly, and then quite distinctly, the sound 
of which Juan had spoken. Her heart beat with the ut¬ 
most violence as it grew louder and clearer; but she did 
not disobey Juan or shriek or cry. She just edged up as 
close to her brother as she could, and caught hold of his 
arm. In another moment they saw something that they 
never afterwards forgot. The boughs at a little distance on 
the right parted, and a herd of wild horses came trotting 
along under the wide-spreading boughs of the fine oaks and 
cottonwoods of the grove. The leader of the band, a beau¬ 
tiful white stallion, with long, flowing mane and tail, 
came first, and was not far from them when Amigo, as 
Juan had foreseen, gave a bark, or rather attempted to give 
one. Juan’s hand was so promptly applied that only a 
stifled snort escaped; but, slight as the noise was, it reached 
the leader, who wheeled and ran back a short distance, the 
herd doing the same. The children were in deep shadow, 
and could see them perfectly, especially the leader. The 
beautiful creature stood there for several minute!, his flanks 
flecked with the flickering shadows of the leaves overhead, 
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his head full in the moonlight, his whole attitude one of 
the most exquisite freedom and grace, his large eyes making 
a circuit of the wood about him with anxious intentness. 
Hearing nothing but the night-wind, and seeing nothing to 
further alarm him, he evidently concluded that he had been 
mistaken in supposing that there was any danger; and, with 
a bold toss of his mane, he bounded forward again with a 
light, swift movement, indescribably charming, and plunged 
into the river. He was followed by the whole herd, of 
course. Juan and Nita caught a glimpse of a fine, black 
stallion, and some mares and colts. They heard the splash, 
splash of water, and were about to get up and go down to 
the river to get another look at the beautiful wild creatures 
that had so fascinated them, when suddenly a sound as of 
breaking boughs reached them, and then a terrific scream 
of mingled fright and pain, unlike anything they had ever 
known or imagined, — a shriek human in its agony, and 
demoniacal in its tone, — rent the quiet night. Poor Nita fell 
back against the nearest tree in almost mortal terror, and 
Juan sprang to his feet, whistled for Amigo and dashed off 
in the direction of the river. Afraid to be left alone, Nita 
rushed after him with all her speed. 

While they had been quietly sleeping in the shadow of 
that pecan-tree, a leopard had been in hiding in a dwarf- 
oak, not fifty feet away, waiting for the herd of mustangs 
to come in to water. As the last colt passed him, he 
sprang upon its back, drove his cruel claws deep into its 
back, and began savagely tearing off great strips of flesh. 
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Maddened at finding himself ridden by such a master the 
poor colt galloped frantically out of the wood, and up the 
bank of the river, plunged into the water, felt those terrible 
claws only sinking the deeper, turned back to the bank again, 
reared, plunged, snorted, bounded into the wood, and tried to 
rub the leopard off against the trees, rushed out on the bank 
again, gave vent to screams so terrible that Juanita’s hair 
almost stood on end, and finally dropped down and rolled 
over in a death agony, not five hundred yards from where the 
children were standing. The herd knew very well what had 
happened, and scattered in every direction. The mother of 
the colt and the leader of the band, on hearing the first 
shriek, wheeled about in the river, and ran back toward the 
leopard; but, as soon as they got a whiff of him, and heard 
his growl, they swerved aside, and galloped after the herd 
with all their might, the leader looking more beautiful than 
ever, his wet white coat glittering in the moonlight, his 
long white tail held out almost at right angles from his 
body, his very mane stiff with fright, as he raced up the bank, 
and disappeared in the woods. The incomparable speed, 
grace, and beauty of the lovely, free creature riveted Juan’s 
eyes as long as he was in sight, and it was with throbbing 
pulses and a beating heart that he turned to see what had 
become of the leopard. The children were on the edge of 
the wood, and were concealed from view, but could plainly 
see all that was happening on the bank, — too plainly, Nita 
thought, as, with chattering teeth and dilated eyes, she fol¬ 
lowed the movements of the various animals. Some dark, 
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moving objects were still to be seen in the silvery stream 
spread out before them, the horses that had taken that way of 
escape, but all their attention was now claimed by the leopard, 
who, having killed the colt, was dragging it off, quite uncon¬ 
scious of being observed, luckily for the observers. Like the 
African animal of the same species he was a large, powerful, 
beautiful beast. His yellow hide glowed golden in that mel¬ 
low light, and was dotted with jet-black spots. If pinched 
by hunger he would not have hesitated to attack a man, even, 
much less two children. With majestic evil grace he carried 
the colt a short distance, and, having eaten his fill, walked all 
around it, as if to regard it from every point of view, and then 
carefully covered the carcass with leaves, and walked slowly 
away towards his den, which was on the other side of the 
river in a cliff of rock. If the children had watched this per¬ 
formance with the utmost intentness, Amigo had devoured it, 
but for a different reason. He bristled up, and would have 
growled and barked more than once but for Juan’s vigorous 
measures. It was all very well for that leopard to kill a colt, 
but Amigo thought he knew who ought to eat it, and he 
chafed very much at the restraint laid upon him. For some 
time after the leopard was out of sight Juan kept perfectly 
still, and laid his finger on his lip, fearing that the leopard 
might come back again to look after its prey; but at last he 
left the shelter of the tree that had screened them, and began 
to talk freely to Nita of what they had seen. Great was her 
astonishment to find that he had positively enjoyed a scene 
that had terrified her half to death. He was full of satisfac- 
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tion at having seen a leopard for the first time. " They are 
very scarce, you know, and getting scarcer every year, 
Casteel says. Wasn’t it a beauty! How I would like to 
tackle it, if I were a man! And that white horse! Oh, if I 
could only catch him, and tame him! What a war-horse he 
would make! ” he said, and when Nita had confided, in turn, 
all that she had feared and suffered, she begged him to leave 
that dreadful place without a moment’s loss of time. " It is 
rather a dangerous neighborhood, and we had better get away 
from it,” he agreed, " but I am going to steal a meal or two 
from Senor Leopardo first.” This proposition did not strike 
Nita as it would have done an American child; for she was 
accustomed to eating horse-flesh; and, like the Comanches, 
thought a young mule the best of all meats. So she looked 
on with much sympathy and no disgust, while Juan uncov¬ 
ered the colt, pulled a great bunch of hair from his tail, and 
adroitly cut off several steaks for their use, and a huge slice 
for Amigo, who disposed of his share then and there. Feel¬ 
ing uneasy about the leopard, they only waited after this to 
get their packs, and saddle Amigo, when they started off 
down the river, nor did they stop until they had put a good 
ten miles between themselves and a terrible enemy. 
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CHAPTER X. 

SOME GOOD SPORT AND A FRESH PERIL. 

Having secured, thus unexpectedly, the horse-hair he 
had coveted, Juan promptly proceeded to make use of it, 
and was no sooner awake the next morning than he fell 
to twisting the hair into a strong line, which he then fixed 
to a bone hook such as I have already described. He was 
determined to have fish for breakfast; and, with a small 
piece of the mustang for bait, was soon angling success¬ 
fully; and he had six large perch broiling on the coals 
before he called Nita, who, tired out with the excitement 
of the previous night and a long walk, was still sound 
asleep. This comfortably disposed of, they resumed their 
journey until noon, when they stopped, and cooked the last 
of their meat, which they thought as nice as possible. 

"We are well out of that leopard’s way, now,” re¬ 
plied Juan, at dinner, ” and we may as well rest awhile 
here and do a little hunting. What do you say to quail 
for supper, Nita?” 

Xita was pleased enough by the prospect of trapping 
quail; and she and Juan had no sooner finished their meal 
than they set to work to make the necessary preparations 
for that very favorite sport. They first made 6ome stout 
loops of horse-hair, and fastened them to wooden pegs 
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as well, since they could not have accomplished anything 
without his assistance. They had not gone far before they 
saw a large covey of quail run and hide behind some thick 
bushes. Going as near as they could without startling the 
birds into flight, Juan and Nita waited a moment, and then 
charged them with loud yells and set Amigo on them. As 
eager for good sport as either Juan or Nita he ran right into 
the covey. The quail flew up and lit all around in the trees, 
where they sat in a curious state of immobility, as if petrified 
by fright. Juan and Nita kept up a tremendous din all the 
while in order that this desirable effect might not wear off; 
and, walking under the motionless birds, managed, with infi¬ 
nite dexterity, to slip the noose of horse-hair over the head 
of first one and then another, and another fowl, each time 
giving their poles a quick jerk that brought the bird in the 
bush well in hand, fluttering down on the end of the pole, 
indeed, apparently paralyzed by the audacity of the hunters. 
They kept this up until they had secured all the birds that 
had lit low enough to be reached, and then went on until 
they came upon another covey, which they served in exactly 
the same way. After an hour of capital sport and ftin they 
returned to camp with no less than twenty nice, fat birds, 
which they proceeded to pick and clean. It was too soon 
to think of supping, so they hung the birds around on the 
bushes near their camp-fire (which gave their temporary 
resting-place a great look of comfort and plenty), and gave 
the rest of the afternoon to looking for honey to eat with 
the quail. This was a very hard matter, and the quest was 
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one that the children, with their childish taste for sweet 
things, always especially enjoyed. Hives so abound in that 
region that the swarms of bees that have left the old home 
will sometimes commence work wherever they first settle; 
though, as a rule, they exhibit a decided talent for selecting 
inaccessible spots, as hard to rob as a cliff-swallow’s nest. 
This time the children had the luck to come upon a hive 
which was within easy reach; and, having eaten all they 
wanted, they carried back a nice supply to camp. On the 
way they killed three squirrels, and were engaged in skin¬ 
ning them in front of the fire, when they heard a flopping 
of wings, and an old turkey flew up off the ground and lit 
in the oak above their very heads. From this elevated 
perch he began craning his neck down to get a good look 
at the strangers who had presumed to invade his hereditary 
roosting-place, and cried out " Put! put! ” which in the tur¬ 
key tongue means " Go away immediately.” Instead of 
taking the hint, however, both Juan and ISTita sent an 
arrow into his side, at a given signal and down he tumbled, 
almost in the fire, creating a great commotion. Amigo, 
who had, in an eminent degree, that attribute of genius 
which consists in seizing an opportunity and making the 
most of it, got several mouthfuls of feathers out of him 
’before Juan could interfere, or the turkey could flutter out 
of the way. Here, then, were work and food in abundance, 
and it was quite dark by the time the children had finished 
picking their remarkably fat old gobbler, and had cleaned 
and spitted him, and hung him up near the other birds, 
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where he had, at least, the advantage of plenty of good 
company. They ran off, and picked up some dead live-oak 
limbs which they heaped on the fire, and sat up quite late 
that night, cooking, and eating, and talking. Finding that 
Nita was afraid to go to sleep, for fear of wild animals in 
general, and leopards in particular, Juan collected a quan¬ 
tity of brush, and together they made a little house of the 
thorny bushes, into which they crept, and then pulled more 
brush in, so as to completely close up the aperture. Their 
w lodge,” as Juan called it, fairly bristled with thorns, and 
would have effectually defended them from almost any 
enemy; but none came prowling about. Nita laid awake 
for a long while, listening for stealthy footsteps and strange 
sounds. She could not get out of her mind the image of 
the poor colt and its terrible rider. The piercing shrieks 
of the wretched animal still rang in her ears, and she still 
saw its frantic agony; that mad rush up and down the 
river-bank in the moonlight; the blood that streamed down 
its back and flanks from the wicked claws buried deep in 
the quivering flesh; the expression of the leopard as he sat 
there in savage mastery, the very embodiment of cruel 
power, — every feature of the diabolical triumph was repeated 
again and again in the child’s dreams, and three times she 

f 

awoke Juan by her labored groans and cries. She was not 
sorry, when morning came, to push aside the rude door of 
the lodge, and find herself in the world of realities again. 
The fire had burned down into a fine bed of coals; and, 
turning with relief from the horrors of the past night, to 
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the duties of the present, iftta soon had seven quail broil¬ 
ing most satisfactorily, in preparation for breakfast, and had 
filled the canteens, and brought in four fagots of wood 
before Juan came yawning out of doors. When they had 
broken their fast they cooked the remainder of their birds, 
Nita giving especial attention to the roasting of the gobbler, 
on which they meant to dine. As Nita watched the streams 
of gravy that ran down the stick on which it was spitted 
she could not help exclaiming, "Oh, if we only had some 
of our mother’s tortillas to eat with it 1 ” She had made 
the remark at least fifty times before; but, if not novel, it 
was appropriate, and Juan not only echoed the wish, as 
usual, but added, "We shall have some of them soon, her- 
manita mia. We have travelled a great distance already; 
and, if we keep on, we shall strike the Texan frontier some¬ 
where in a few weeks. Oh, what joy to see our mother!” 
(" Madre preciosa ,” was the phrase Juan used) — and thus 
introduced the topic of which they never tired — home. 
The conversation lasted an hour, and they settled a great 
many things in the course of it. What they would say 
and do on their arrival; what the Senora would not only 
say and do, but think; how old Santiago and the herders 
would be astonished by what they had to tell; how Padre 
Garcia would be sure to weep, for he was always crying 
anyway, and would then give them his blessing; how 
Amigo would be lionized, and how everybody would try 
to buy him, quite in vain; how they would herd the cattle 
and sheep as their father had done, only much better, and 
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show the Mexican children a thing or two about shooting 
with a bow, and hunting. They even settled that they 
would get home before the Senora was out of bed in the 
morning, and rush in and throw themselves upon her with¬ 
out any warning. It was delightful talk to them, and they 
kept it up until it was time to saddle Amigo and be off. 

The river, happily, was running in the direction Juau 
desired to take; so they kept along its banks, but at a 
respectful distance, for they found that Amigo was a very 
refractory horse when they were near the water, and would 
keep on trotting off at a tangent, making for the river, 
and threatening the loss of his cargo, if not of his pack. 
They kept in sight of the stream, and went down to it 
whenever they got hot or thirsty, usually at meal-time only, 
but whenever they felt the need of refreshment, — taking 
care to keep an eye on Amigo, and unload him at the right 
place. Xever did a dog enjoy liberty and a bath more, 
and no sooner was his pack removed — a full pack, now, 
always — than he shot into the water or woods, and made 
the grand rounds, timing his returning nicely, so as to 
get back after the fire had been made and dinner or supper 
cooked. Perhaps he thought that he might be asked to 
fetch wood next if he wasn’t careful, and took this way of 
getting out of it. 

For the next month the children travelled in an easy, 
agreeable fashion, without cares or anxieties of any kind, 
and no very striking adventures. They had shade when 
they wanted it, and tramped many a mile under the leafy 
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aisles of the woods that fringed the river. They had water 
at hand, and were not so much as obliged to fill their 
canteens unless they chose to do so; and as for food it 
had merely become a question what kind or kinds to select. 
Finding the game so plentiful they gave up all idea of 
providing for future needs after a while, and left it to 
chance to supply their wants. They might have venison, 
ducks, pigeons, quail, turkeys, rabbits, squirrels, fish, and 
honey, whenever they pleased, to say nothing of berries, s- 
a state of affairs which was a decided improvement on 
certain past experience. Amigo wore his saddle, indeed, 
but had only the empty bags to carry, and made light of 
those. Juan actually got too lazy to hunt deer, soon, and 
contented himself with the small game; but, to his credit be 
it said, he killed of this only what he needed, and did not 
take advantage of its plentifulness to wantonly slaughter 
whatever came in his way. He got very tired, though 
(so he told Nita), of shooting the same things every day, 
forgetting that, not long before, he would have been only 
too thankful to have anything to shoot. He said that 
what he wanted was some ” real sport.” The truth was 
that, having been thrown on his own resources and forced 
to use the brains and courage with which he had been 
originally endowed, he had grown so manly ‘and self-reliant 
that, conscious of his mastery over nature, he longed for 
fresh oppoitunities to exercise the faculties that had been 
called into play by the circumstances of his flight from the 
Comanche camp. When he saw the herds of buffalo in 
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the distance moving, in wave-like undulations across the 
prairie, and blackening it for miles, he sighed afresh for 
the milk-white steed of his brightest imaginations, but 
would have been content with any well-trained horse on 
which to hunt the noble bison; and, had he possessed one, 
would, I am afraid, have postponed going back to Mexico 
until his thirst for excitement was somewhat quenched. Not 
that he knew anything about hunting buffalo. He had 
always been left in camp with the old warriors, squaws, 
and children, when the Indians went on their annual hunts; 
but he had long looked forward to the time when he would 
be allowed to join these expeditions, and his highest earthly 
ambition was to shoot a buffalo through the neck as Shaneco 
and Casteel did. So full was he of boyish daring that he 
felt ready to tackle almost anything now, and the need of 
tackling something grew more imperative every day. At 
last, one day, when he and Nita were having breakfast on 
the roots of a pecan-tree, in lieu of a table, he surprised 
his sister by saying that he didn’t want any turkey, — he 
was tired of turkey. 

” Take some fish, then,” suggested Nita, unconscious 
of the underlying cause for discontent. 

"I am tired of fish, too,” said Juan. "I think I must 
look around and see if I can’t find a nice, fat young bear. 
The ribs would be so good, roasted.” 

"A bear! O Juan!” exclaimed Nita. "You are 
jesting, surely.” All that day he brooded over the pos¬ 
sibility of getting a bear, and convinced Nita that he was 
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not jesting by saying suddenly, that afternoon (apropos 
of nothing that had gone before): — 

"We will roast it before a fire of mesquite coals, 
and it will be delicious.” 

"Roast what?” she asked. 

"That bear,” he replied. Perhaps he only perversely 
longed for bear because it was the one animal that they 
had not seen so far. And, strange to say, that very 
evening, as they were walking along the river-bank, try¬ 
ing to settle upon a site for their camp, an old she-bear 
and two cubs came in sight, as if conjured up by Juan’s 
ardent desire to see them. As a rule, bears only move 
late in the evening and early in the morning; and, know¬ 
ing this, Juan ought to have been somewhat prepared 
for this encounter, especially as he had been rehearsing it 
in imagination for two days. But, as a matter of fact, he 
was taken completely aback, and stood stock still and 
stared at Mrs. Bruin and her young ones, as though they 
had been elephants or giraffes, for fully sixty seconds, 
before it occurred to him to do anything except stare. 
Then he recovered himself, and hastily unsaddled Amigo, 
who looked alertly around him to see what was going 
to be hunted, and hoped it was another wolf, very likely, 
being vain of having once captured a lobos. Nita, being 
told to fit an arrow and come up closer, obeyed, nor 
once thought of deserting Juan, her love for him being 
much greater than her fears for herself. The trio pre¬ 
sented a wonderfully brave front to the enemy. To be 
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sure they had not the exaggerated fear of bears that 
civilized children have. Juan had olten seen them killed 
by Indians; Amigo had often helped kill them; and even 
Nita knew that they were not likely to eat her up out 
of hand, and could be killed if an arrow was sent into 
the right place at the right moment. 

So the hunters kept their presence of mind, and 
waited for the enemy to come within reach. Unconscious 
of the excitement she was creating, the old bear came 
slowly on and on, followed by her cubs, until she got 
nearly opposite the children, who were up on the bank, 
and partially concealed by the bushes growing there. 
Down the bank sprang Juan and ran towards the bear, 
hissing Amigo on at the same moment. It was but little 
encouragement that Amigo needed, for he was used to 
the business; and, having already scented them, knew very 
well what was expected of him. Amazed by the sudden 
onslaught, Mrs. Bruin stood bolt upright on her hind feet, 
and stared in her turn at her foes. She had never seen 
either a boy or a dog before; and, not caring to face the 
unknown, turned round, and took to her heels. The cubs 
followed her, and Amigo and the children gave chase. 
Here was lively work for all parties concerned! In a 
few minutes Amigo left off nipping at the heels of the 
mother-bear and laid hold of one of the cubs, which 
bounded on for another moment, squawking with fifty-pig 
power, and then broke loose, rushed up the bank, and 
climbed up into a small tree. More convinced than ever 
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that she had to deal with the most terrible enemies, the 
old bear rushed along the river-bottom as fast as her 
clumsy legs could carry her, leaving her cubs to take 
care of themselves, intent alone on saving herself. When 
she had quite disappeared, the children eagerly ran up 
the bank; and, having reached the tree in which the cub 
had taken refuge, found Amigo sitting at the foot of it, 
barking furiously. He got up presently, and fairly danced 
around it, jumping up occasionally to snap at the cub’s 
heels, which were barely out of reach, and hung down in 
a way that was enough to tantalize the most phlegmatic 
dog that ever went hunting, and excited Amigo beyond 
measure. The cub was so taken up with the dog that 
he had no eyes for Juan and Nita, who crept up very 
close, and sent two arrows into him. By this time Nita 
was so excited that she was no longer afraid of any¬ 
thing, but having discharged her arrow walked away a 
little distance. Juan did the same, and was standing near 
her, when all at once, the cub came tumbling out of the 
tree, losing all hold at once, bear-fashion, righted himself, 
and broke into a run, taking, by accident, the direction 
of the children. They, of course, took to their heels, Nita 
ahead. Amigo brought up the rear; and a more comical 
race was never seen, or one that finished more absurdly; 
for presently Nita stumbled and fell in the tall grass, 
Juan struck his foot against her, and went sprawling over 
her on all-fours, and the cub ran straight over both, 
more scared than either of them, with Amigo close to his 
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heels. The children picked themselves up. Amigo stuck 
to his work. The cub did not get far; he had two 
arrows in his lungs the ends of which kept striking 
against the bushes as he ran, and cutting him internally 
in a dreadful way. Amigo soon overtook him; but, badly 
wounded as he was, he stood up on his hind legs, with 
his back to the river-bank, and gave Amigo some terrible 
blows with his paws. Seeing this, Juan and Nita came 
running up and gave him a finishing shot. Down he 
fell, and gave the most awful groans, that sounded so 
human that Nita’s hair almost stood on end; but Juan 
was too proud of his success to think much of poor 
cubling’s last utterances, and only regretted that the other 
bears had escaped him. It was quite dark, and he de¬ 
termined to camp where they were; so a big fire was lit, 
the cub was butchered, and the children soon had the 
meat cut off and distributed about in the nearest bushes 
and the bones put upon sticks before the blaze. As 
for the ribs they were roasted by mesquite coals, as Juan 
had decided they should be, and were much enjoyed by 
the hungry hunters. So fat, sweet, and tender was it, 
indeed, that when supper was over the children took the 
trouble to build a scaffold of sticks, and barbecue, or 
rather dry, the remainder of the meat over a slow fire, 
and, this done, betook themselves to sleep. Next morning 
Amigo was taken back to the place where his saddle 
had been left, and then brought to camp again, and 
loaded down with bear’s meat, which he thought a poor 
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return for the services he had rendered, and carried with 
an ill grace for several days. 

This stirring experience furnished the travellers with a 
staple for both food and conversation, which lasted a long 
while; and Juan was always hoping that it would be re¬ 
peated; but it never was. Every morning, when he was 
awakened by the gobble of turkeys, and the howling of the 
coyotes, Juan would reconnoitre the neighborhood in which 
he found himself, to see if there were any bear-tracks to 
be found, and every evening he would peer about him 
through the fast-deepening shadows about the camp, in the 
hope that luck would befriend him; but all in vain. Another 
interval of monotonous marching now ensued, and then their 
progress came very near being arrested forever by a new 
and perfectly unforeseen danger. The weather had been un¬ 
usually hot for several days, and they had felt it very much, 
for two reasons. Finding that the river they had been fol¬ 
lowing veered decidedly away to the eastward, Juan had 
left it two days before, reluctantly enough, and had struck 
off south-west, into an open prairie, having previously pro¬ 
vided himself with full canteens, and a good supply of food. 
The packs of all three travellers were proportionately heavy; 
and, in consequence, their weight was so oppressive, that, at 
noon on the day of which I am about to speak, Juan’s 
patience gave out completely. 

" I shall leave this great, hot, heavy thing here,” he 
said, giving the Mexican blanket, under which he had been 
staggering for an hour, an impatient little kick. "I’ll not 
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carry it another step. What do we want with a blanket in 
the middle of the summer, anyway? I am sorry I ever 
started with it. I only did so because Shaneco always 
takes his, and all the other braves. Such nonsense! ” 

His face was crimson with his exertions, and he had 
worked himself up into a pretty temper, or rather an ugly 
one. Not all the water of the large pool near which they 
had stopped could cool his passion, and even his dinner 
failed to restore his usual good-nature. 

"We can’t stay here; there isn’t a particle of shade,” 
he said, crossly, when he had eaten sparingly, and drank of 
the tepid water; and, quite conscious that he was making 
Nita move on much against her will, he took an unhappy 
pleasure in making her as uncomfortable as himself. He 
carried out his threat about the blanket, too, throwing it 
down by the little lake in a heap, and then started off, with 
the most aggrieved expression in the world, across the 
prairie which seemed to fairly blaze in the afternoon sun. 
He had only gone about a quarter of a mile when, suddenly, 
in less time than it takes to write this, a wind came rushing 
and roaring across the prairie, like a living thing, and 
changed him, and everything about him, with its first blast; 
an icy wind that set his very teeth chattering in five min¬ 
utes, and in five more had chilled him to the bone, — in 
short, the wind which all Texans know and dread, — a 
"norther.” No one who has not been caught out in one 
can form any idea of its swift descent, its terrible force, its 
bitter cold. An old Texan would not trust himself out on 
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the prairies in July or August with the thermometer at 
ninety-six degrees, without two blankets strapped at his 
saddle-bow, to keep him from freezing to death in a norther, 
should one blow up, as it may do at any time; and even in 
the towns people are obliged to take to fires and winter 
clothing, while the Mexicans in Texas have such a 
dread of exposing themselves to it that, the moment one 
comes, they collect their children and dogs, and retire into 
their adobe huts, and are not seen again for three days, 
unless imperatively required to leave them. It will be seen, 
then, that Juan and Nita were in a sufficiently serious 
position when that bitter blast swept down from the 
regions of perpetual ice and snow, and found them in the 
most exposed position possible, in mid-prairie. The shock 
dissipated Juan’s fretfulness, of course, at once, hut re¬ 
placed it with the gravest anxiety. He looked desperately 
about him for a moment, to see if there was any shelter to 
be found, but there was none. Neither cliff, nor cave, nor 
wood was within reach, the nearest approach to the latter 
being some straggling bushes of mesquite, quite half a mile 
away. 

w Back! Let us run back! ” he cried, and turned again 
toward the lake, to seek his despised blanket. Shivering with 
mingled cold and fear, Nita raced along by his side without a 
word; and Amigo, as conscious of the sudden change in the 
atmosphere as either of them, and as alarmed by it, distanced 
both, whining out his misgivings in a melancholy minor key. 
Fortunately there had been no other travellers passing that 
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way, and the blanket was just where it had been left, so that 
Juan and Nita were soon rolled up into a sort of ball under 
it, with every particle of air excluded, as close to the prairie 
as they could get. There they stayed for an hour; and then 
it occurred to J uan that the only shelter to be had was in the 
very bosom of mother-earth itself, and that, unless he meant 
to freeze outright in the course of the night, which was fast 
coming on, he must bestir himself. Accordingly, he told 
Nita that they must dig a hole there; and, without losing a 
moment, they raised themselves and proceeded to scoop out 
the earth at their feet with an energy, not to say frenzy, born 
of their desperate need. Will it be believed that Amigo no 
sooner saw what they were doing, than he, too, fell to 
scratching away frantically in the rear; and, though he was 
pushed aside by Juan soon, I have, personally, not the 
smallest doubt that he understood the situation perfectly, and 
could have rendered valuable aid had he been allowed to do 
so. The children felt a good deal warmer by the time they 
had been digging, hand over hand, for an hour, and in another 
hour had hollowed out quite a deep pit, smaller, no doubt, 
than the one into which Joseph was cast by his brethren, but 
big enough to bring their heads well below the level of the 
prairie when they finally crawled in. There was room for 
Amigo, too, of which he was glad to avail himself; and the 
three huddled close together for the sake of the warmth to be 
got from each other, and covered themselves, first with their 
blanket, and then partially with earth. Here they were, to a 
certain extent, protected from the cruel wind that continued 
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to sweep pitilessly across the prairie above them; but, even so, 
they were terribly cold and cramped from lying in one posi¬ 
tion, and scarcely slept at all. If Amigo had not been a sort 
of canine stove, that radiated heat without requiring any fuel 
the whole night long, the chances are that the children would 
have perished. As it was, they were very miserable, and 
were not in a mood to enjoy the magnificent sunrise that 
greeted them next morning. The sun rose, clear and brill¬ 
iant, from a bed of gold, and seemed about to ascend his 
throne and wield his sceptre with his usual force. Juan was 
delighted to see him, and foolishly counted upon his routing 
the norther by noon of that day. He told Nit a as much, but 
she only shivered, and burrowed a little farther down under 
the blanket, when, with a view to getting some breakfast, he 
wriggled judiciously out of his place and got his head above 
ground once more, only to have it nearly taken off the next 
moment, — at least so it seemed to him, as the knife-like blast 
whistled past his ears. On leaping out of the pit he found 
the lake, from which he had drunk tepid water not seventeen 
hours before, covered with a coating of ice, which he broke 
in order to fill his canteen. He then got some food from his 
wallet, and, with aching fingers and a thoroughly chilled 
body, crept back into the pit again, and, together with Nita 
and Amigo, swallowed his breakfast as best he could. Noon 
came; but the norther still held the sun by the throat, and 
would not let so much as one ray drop to earth without pass¬ 
ing through the icy medium it had prepared. Evening came, 
and the sun retired, defeated. Night brought an increase of 
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cold, and was very dark and endless. The children left the 
pit to get their dinner and supper, and Amigo frisked briskly 
about to improve his circulation; but all three were thankful 
to crawl back into it again. And so passed three nights and 
three days, which seemed to the children, accustomed to a life 
of incessant activity, and practically buried alive for the time 
being, a month at least. Then the norther retired to the 
north pole, as suddenly as it had come, and they were safe. 
The fourth night they did not suffer at all, and on the fifth 
day the sun had it all his own way. By noon on the sixth 
day it was midsummer temperature again, and the children 
resumed their journey, much subdued in spirit, and not quite 
so sure that they had dominated the mysterious forces 
which are summed up in Mature. 
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CHAPTER XI. 

COCK-CROW AND DAY DAWNS. 

Little as they suspected it the children were only about 
seventy-five miles from the Texan frontier when they were 
overtaken by that norther. I am not sure whether it would 
have made them more or less impatient of confinement and 
delay to know it; but, again released, they went blundering 
along in perfect ignorance of their whereabouts. The first 
thing that gave Juan the least suspicion of the fact was that 
the game grew steadily scarcer and wilder from the time 
they left the river. It occurred to him, however, that this 
might only mean that the Indians were there, or had been 
there; so he said' nothing to Nita about it, and kept a bright 
lookout. The very last flock of wild turkeys that they saw 
was in the woodland that they struck after crossing the open 
prairie. They reached it towards nightfall, camped, and were 
sitting quietly over the fire, where some meat was being 
warmed up, when the turkeys came in to roost, and again 
perched fearlessly over their heads in the branches of two 
cottonwoods. Juan listened approvingly as he heard them 
settling into their places, meaning to " settle ” one or two of 
them in a different way when he had appeased his hunger; but, 
while he was still eating, there came a sound of great flutter¬ 
ing among the turkeys, and flapping of wings. Out charged 


Digitized by Google 



232 


JUAN AND JUANITA. 


Amigo, always ready to accept a challenge of any kind, and 
they soon heard him fighting some invisible animal. " He has 
got the best of it,” said Juan; " for I hear him barking up a 
tree. Let us see what is up.” Together he and Nita turned 
out, and came upon Amigo, much excited, and still barking, 
his eyes fixed intently upon something in the tree he was 
guarding. Juan made a little circuit, seeing this, and crept 
up in the rear, quite close, from which spot he got a good view 
of a large wild-cat, sitting up on a limb, and looking down at 
Amigo, growling and showing its teeth savagely. So com¬ 
pletely absorbed was the cat in Amigo’s barkings and bound- 
ings that it did not see Juan at all, or notice his flank 
movement, near as he was, until an arrow whizzed into its 
side, just behind the shoulder, when it sprang high in the air, 
and came down on the ground with a tremendous thud, mor¬ 
tally wounded. Thinking the battle over, and the victory 
won, Amigo pounced eagerly on the cat, and had a very nice 
map of Texas scratched on his face in the few minutes the cat 
lived, but all the same was convinced that the triumph was 
his, and looked jubilant and vain-glorious as he followed the 
children back to camp. Nita admired the skin of the cat so 
much that she persuaded Juan to save and stretch it, and 
they spent a good deal of time on it, using it finally to orna¬ 
ment Amigo’s pack-saddle. This was their last stirring ad¬ 
venture. They had not seen a buffalo, now, for weeks, or a 
deer for ten days; and the small game, as I have said, gave 
evidence of having been hunted, so that it became again no 
easy matter to get food. Water they did uot lack, for they 
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came upon two or three creeks, and managed to keep their 
canteens well filled, as a rule; but something to eat became the 
great question as they went on. A quail or a fox-squirrel 
was now a boon to them, and they would really have suffered 
again had not Amigo’s hunger sharpened his wits, and led him 
to turn his attention to rabbits, which he ran into holes, and 
corners, and hollow trees, continually, and nabbed occasionally. 
But this was but a precarious subsistence; and so it came 
about that the children went supperless to bed at the close of 
a long, fatiguing march, one evening, feeling particularly 
depressed and exhausted. Even the canteens were now as 
empty as themselves, and they had no idea where they were, 
and the prospect for the future was sufficiently gloomy. 
Altogether they had never felt more thoroughly depressed 
and perplexed than when they laid down patiently, side by 
side, in a certain little dell, at dusk on the 18th of August, 
1875. They were so tired that they fell into a doze, from 
which they were aroused by Amigo. He was couched near 
them as usual, and awakened them rudely enough by spring¬ 
ing up, and growling and barking furiously, all his hair 
bristling, about him, and all the dog in him excited to the 
highest pitch. Up rose Juan, and promptly administered a 
cuff. 

It was all very well for Amigo to give warning if 
danger impended, but it was stupid to make such a row 
as that, and attract attention. Forced to keep quiet, he 
still stood there, quivering with excitement; and the children 
looking about them with all their eyes, and listening with 
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all their ears, now heard a faint, very distant, but unmis¬ 
takable sound, — that of a dog barking. Listen as they 
might, they heard nothing more, and that ceased after 
awhile, when Amigo became tranquil again, and the children 
laid down. 

"It is the Indians,” affirmed Nita, positively, and 
quaked afresh with fear. 

" It may be the whites,” hazarded Juan, more to 
reassure her than anything else. 

But that bark made it impossible for either of them to 
sleep. Broad awake were they the whole night, and feared, 
and hoped, and discussed many things, and waited with 
impatience for daylight and certainty to come. When it 
was barely light they rose, and walked rapidly on, keeping 
near the shelter of the wood, in case it should be necessary 
to conceal themselves suddenly from Comanches or Apaches, 
and so sustained by excitement as to be hardly aware 
of the fact that their long fast was still unbroken. On 
they hurried, and would have continued to hurry, had 
they not suddenly been arrested by another sound, which 
had upon them much the same effect as though they had 
stumbled upon an electric battery fully charged. And 
what was it that came to them, clear, distinct, and appar¬ 
ently quite near, on the still morning air? Only the crow 
of a cock. Only the crow of a cock, do I say? Only 
home, love, joy, liberty, and all that is sweetest in life! 
They were safe ! They had reached the settlements! They 
would soon be in their mother’s arms ! Is it any wonder 
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that they stopped as suddenly as though they had been 
shot, turned pale as little ghosts, gave a shriek that ought 
to have penetrated to the hacienda, and threw themselves 
weeping on each other’s breasts, where they embraced, 
and laughed, and sobbed, and gesticulated, and danced 
about like the frantic, wild things they were? And then 
how they did run toward that blessed, blessed cock, 
with might and main, and heart and soul, and a speed 
that they had never equalled, not even when the fear of 
death, not love, lent wings to their feet! They raced on 
until they were perfectly breathless; and, then, perforce, 
ran slower and slower, astonished not to see further evidences 
of civilization, deceived, as many an older person has been, 
in regard to the distance a cock can be heard at dawn. 
They were obliged to subside into a walk at last, if the 
hurried, buoyant, joyous tread with which they got over 
that prairie can be called a walk ; Amigo, perfectly com¬ 
prehending that something delightful had happened, bound¬ 
ing along beside them, all frisks and wags and laughing 
content. It had seemed so near, only a few hundred yards 
away. But it was two miles, and, to their burning, con¬ 
suming impatience, it seemed two hundred. Up came the 
sun to see the charming spectacle that awaited him; and 
there, — yes, there was a road, newly-travelled, assurance 
doubly sure ! And there was a house ! And a garden ! And 
in that garden a white man! Oh, joy ! Oh, rapture! Trans¬ 
ported with delight, the children rushed down that road, leaped 
over that fence, and rushed up to that white man, crying 


Digitized by Google 



JUAN AND JUANITA. 


236 


out, " Senor! Seflor! ” in accents of frenzied ecstasy. At 
least they rushed toward him. They did not get up to 
him, for the simple reason that he no sooner caught sight 
of them than he, too, made a rush, but in the opposite 
direction; and, although he was an immensely stout, unwieldy 
man, he got into his own house, and barricaded the door, 
almost as quickly as though he had been the slimmest 
youth or professional athlete, so alarmed was he by what 
he believed to be the advanced guard of a party of 
Indians. The children, left standing in the midst of his 
neat rows of beans and melons, stared blankly in the 
direction in which he had disappeared, completely confounded 
for the moment by his behavior. It had never occurred 
to them that their satisfaction at seeing a civilized being 
again would not be shared by him. But the pleasure was 
anything but mutual. 

They had made their way by chance to one of the 
cabins that (surrounded by small farms) formed the fringe 
of the German settlement near Fredericksburg, — a settle¬ 
ment on which the Indians frequently made raids, and in 
which a Comanche was more dreaded than anything in the 
world; and they had given a terrible fright to a worthy 
Teuton, who had taken himself, his excellent wife, and seven 
blue-eyed, flaxen-polled children out there to subdue the wil¬ 
derness, and make it blossom like the rose, or, rather, like 
their beloved " Vaterland.” For the past six months the 
Indians had left them in peace; and when the industrious head 
of an industrious family had turned out at daylight that mom- 
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ing to work in his garden, he had gone armed only with 
his hoe and a powder for killing the striped bug which 
had attacked his melons. Great had been the horror, then, 
of Mr. Conrad Braun at the descent of the supposed sav¬ 
ages; and, once in-doors, he lost no time in arming himself 
and his boys, and shutting and bolting and barring every 
door and window, in expectation of a siege. 

" They are afraid! Afraid of us! ” exclaimed Nita, in 
excessive astonishment. She was much more used to feeling 
terrified than to inspiring terror, and could not understand 
how she could alarm any one. . 

"They take us for Indians,” replied Juan. ""We must 
undeceive them. But don’t go too near the house, Nita. 
You will be shot before I can make them understand, if you 
are not careful.” 

Thus warned, Nita dropped into the background, and 
Juan went forward a little. Mr. Braun, who was recon- 
noitering at a peep-hole, saw him distinctly, and only waited 
for him to come a little nearer to shoot. But Juan stopped, 
puzzled how to explain the situation by pantomime, and the 
next moment had picked up a small, white garment that 
Frau Braun had left out on the grass to bleach over night, 
and had stuck it on a stick. With the flag-of-truce he had 
improvised, he walked toward the house again, taking care 
not to run any risks, and waved his stick vigorously, crying 
out, "Amigos! Amigos /” again and again. But, unfor¬ 
tunately, the Indians had done the same thing in one of 
their forays, as a imse to gain admittance to a house in that 
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very neighborhood, and had subsequently butchered its 
inmates; so that Mr. Braun’s suspicions, so far from being 
allayed, were strongly confirmed by Juan’s conduct. He 
remained behind his stout, wooden shutters, gun in hand, 
and had no idea of being taken in by any such device. As 
for Juan he knew that it would never do to follow his 
impulse, and approach the house. He dared not move 
another foot toward it, and got angry at being mistaken 
for an Indian, and could not hit upon a plan of action. 
At last he threw down his bow and quiver, and, holding 
up his hands, ran down the path that led to the front door, 
shouting out, " Mexicanos! Mexicanos! Gaptivos de los 
Indios! Amigos! Amigos! ” Luckily for him Mr. Braun 
understood Spanish. He had been a baker in San Antonio 
for some years, and had learned it there. He was by no 
means sure, though, that this might not be another Indian 
ruse, and meant to make no fatal mistake; so he waited for 
a very long while on the right side of his door, while Juan 
banged impatiently on the other, and repeated vehemently 
his explanation. Finally, after a long parley, he peeped and 
peered all about the yard, and, not seeing anything in the 
shape of a grown Indian, began to slowly and cautiously 
unbolt and unbar. He had previously repeated and trans¬ 
lated what Juan had said, to his wife, who was wholly 
unconvinced by what she considered specious fictions, and 
gave a great shriek when she saw what her spouse was 
going to do. " Thou wilt be killed, Conrad, and our loved 
children! Ach Himmel!'’' 1 she cried, and snatched up as 
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many children as she could, expecting to see a dozen savages 
pour into the room through the opening door. Hearing 
this Mr. Braun repented of his rashness, and shut the door 
suddenly again, in Juan’s very face. Finding, however, 
that nothing dreadful succeeded, — nothing of any kind, 
indeed, — he plucked up courage to open it again, a little 
wider this time. He held it in his hand ready to clap it 
to the instant he saw anything to alarm him; but he saw 
only Juan, who kept on repeating that he was an Indian 
captive, but not an Indian, — a Mexican, on the contrary. 

Fully reassured at last Mr. Braun changed his tactics 
completely. He flung wide the door; he shouted to his 
wife: w It is true, Hanna! Come thou here.” He seized 
Juan, and would have dragged him bodily into the house, 
had not that agile young person slipped like an eel from 
his large grasp back into the path, and called to his sister 
to join him, in eager, delighted tones. She obeyed; shrank 
back, abashed for a moment, on seeing the whole Braun 
family assembled there; caught Juan’s eye, and walked with 
him in-doors. Benevolent, large-hearted Frau Braun, rid of 
all fear for the safety of her husband and children and (in¬ 
cidentally) herself, was at once all excitement and emotion, 
and had her ready sympathies diverted into another channel. 
Her broad, mild face radiated the vivid and kindly interest 
that she felt; and her motherly heart went out at once to 
the haggard, tattered, way-worn children before her, though 
she little knew what cause she had to pity them. 

w Indian captives? So?” she said. "Escaped, you said, 
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Conrad? Sit here, sit here!” (To the children.) "Tell us 
of it— But, no! not now. Rest first; you are tired.” 

She pushed two stools toward Juan and Nita as she 
spoke, and continued to regard them with the friendliest 
eyes; but they took no notice of her offer. They had not 
seen anything in the shape of a chair, since they left the 
hacienda; and, while they understood her gesture, felt much 
embarrassed by the proposition, and quickly dropped down 
on the floor, near each other, in cross-legged comfort. Mr. 
Braun, acting as interpreter, now took a seat, and began to 
question Juan. The Braun children formed in a semicircle, 
and stared at Juan and Nita, as only children, and country- 
children at that, can stare; the good Frau took her little 
Conradchen on her knee, and prepared to listen. Xine 
pairs of large, blue eyes got bigger every moment, as Juan 
briefly and simply told his story, and one pair overflowed 
with pitying tears more than once during its recital. Frau 
Bx*aun rocked violently backward and forward, and clasped 
her baby more closely in her arms, as she heard how these 
little Mexicans had been torn away from their mother. 
Over their subsequent sufferings among the Indians, the 
escape and journey, she wept copiously, and sighed 
profoundly, calling " the loved God ” and " the loved 
heaven” to witness in frequent ejaculations that there had 
never been anything like it. And when Juan told of the 
cock-crow, and of his joy at finding himself among white 
people again, aud his wish to go back to the hacienda as 
soon as possible, Frau Braun got up impulsively, shifted 
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Conradchen to the left arm, and, sinking down on her knees 
by Juan and Nita, she encircled both of them with the 
right, in a warm embrace; and, without a moment’s hesita¬ 
tion, kissed the dirty, brown faces that were turned toward 
her in wondering astonishment. Her husband only half 
believed what he had been told. It was incredible that 
any two children could have safely accomplished such a 
journey, to his mind; so he made no demonstrations of any 
kind. The Frau accepted it as truth at once, and her 
motherly heart yearned over them inexpressibly. It was a 
relief to her feelings to set about getting them a good 
breakfast; and she laid the baby in his cradle, and set to 
work at once, with this object in view. Her husband re¬ 
turned to the garden and his vegetables; the little Brauns 
broke ranks somewhat, but continued to indulge in absorbed 
stares from every part of the room; and as for Juan and 
Nita they found occupation enough for their eyes when 
left to themselves. They were in a house, which was in 
itself a novel and striking fact; and, cabin as it was, that 
house was full of the most interesting objects to them. 
There was a bed in the corner, for one thing, and the 
brother and sister exchanged glances over it. They had 
not seen a bed for many a long day; and there were a table, 
and chairs, and a fireplace, and pots, and pans, and kettles, 
and buckets, and other household effects, and a woman bust¬ 
ling about almost as if she were the Senorita. So strongly 
were they reminded of their mother by the Frau, although 
there was no resemblance between them, except that of 
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womanly kindness and general motherliness, that the tears 
rose to Nita’s eyes, and she whispered to Juan: — 

" Don’t stay here. Let us go home as soon as we 
can.” 

"Si! Si!” assented Juan, and nodded; and then both 
found a new attraction in the baby, which was cooing, and 
kicking, and gurgling, and smiling at them, not two feet 
away, — a baby that promised to be a shade larger and fairer 
than any of its brothers or sisters, with even bluer eyes, and 
pretty little yellow curls escaping from under its close, Ger¬ 
man cap. 

When breakfast was ready one of the boys ran out 
to the well and brought in a pail of fresh water, part of which 
he spilled on the floor, in consequence of the necessity he was 
under of looking at Juan and Nita instead of noticing what 
he was about; and another, being told to call his father, ran to 
the back-door and gave his voice, indeed, to his work, but 
scarcely removed his eyes for one moment from the fascinat¬ 
ing strangers in the corner. Mr. Braun being come, the 
family seated themselves at table. With instinctive politeness 
the good housewife had not laid a place for the Mexican 
children, and did not ask them to come to the table; but she 
seized two big plates, and perhaps she did not pile them high 
with smoking meats, and vegetables, and hominy, and bread! 
And, not content with this, she went over to a cupboard, and 
added a smaller heap of preserves, and a huge slice of seed¬ 
cake, and even some of her very best sweet pickle. This last, 
by the by, was pushed aside as soon as tasted, condiments 


Digitized by 


Google 




“both found a new attraction in the baby.” 


Digitized by Google 





Digitized by {jC )Qle 



COCK-CROW AND DAT DAWNS . 


247 


being unpleasant to these palates; and, with a plate apiece in 
front of them, Juan and NIta left their knives and forks to 
serve an ornamental purpose, and furnished such effective sub¬ 
stitutes, in the way of fingers, that everything was soon 
ravenously snatched up and disposed of, the little Brauns 
watching the performance with unflagging interest. The 
plates were again filled by the smiling Frau, and again emptied 
by the hungry children, who unceremoniously threw their dis¬ 
carded bones down on the floor, filled their hands with hominy 
to be conveyed in bulk to their mouths, and displayed 
generally Comanche table-manners. As for Amigo no one 
who knows him can suppose for one moment that he had not 
shared in all that had happened; the reception accorded his 
young master and mistress, the morning seance or rather 
court of inquiry, and, most important of all, the breakfast. 
He had bounded into the cabin with Kita, snuffed searchingly 
at every member of the Braun family, made the rounds of the 
room to see what it was like, and had then consented to be 
patted by Mr. Braun, after which he curled up on the floor 
at Juan’s feet, having satisfied himself that all was well, and 
so returned to that civilization of which he was a bright 
ornament, as well-bred and far more accomplished than when 
he left it at the call of duty. He was not roughened by con¬ 
tact with rough people; nothing could make a savage of him. 
He was at home alike in the finest drawing-room or an Indian 
lodge, and would have shone as conspicuously in the best 
society as in the worst. He now ignored the fife he had been 
obliged to lead for several years, and, being out of the woods, 
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relapsed, with easy grace, into the habits and manners of polite 
life. He was quite tall enough to have made a snatch at the 
tempting steaks and corn-muffins that graced his host’s 
board; but, as a matter of fact, what did he do? Why, he 
walked around the circle assembled there, quietly at first, 
merely to be on hand if he were wanted. And then he looked 
with intention and expectation, now at one, now at another 
member of the family. And then, surprised to find himself 
rudely neglected, he stood on his hind legs, and laid one paw 
in remonstrance on Mr. Braun’s arm, merely to recall him to 
a sense of what was due a guest from a host. And then, be¬ 
ing given an immense bone, he gracefully expressed his 
thanks in the only way open to him by repeated wags of his 
handsome tail, and retired politely out of doors with it that 
he might not get so much as one spot of grease on Frau 
Braun’s neatly-scrubbed floor, — conduct that defies criticism 
and challenges admiratiou in a courtier, much more in a dog 
that had eaten nothing for more than twenty-four hours, and 
spent the best years of his life among the Comanches, — such 
is the force of native superiority, and its power to rise above 
misfortune. Never can it be said after this that " Circum¬ 
stances make the dog,”—they only make the man. 

All during the stay of the travellers with the Brauns 
Amigo’s behavior kept on this high level. He was perfectly 
simple, natural, affable, gave himself no airs of superiority, 
demanded no sympathy for past triumphs or sufferings, 
and managed, moreover, to endear himself to all with whom 
he was thrown. He must have been singularly attractive; 
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for, several times that day, the youthful Brauns actually 
averted their eyes from Juau and Nita for a moment, in 
order to look at him, which was more than their mother 
had been able to effect, although she had given them many 
a nudge and frown, intended to convey the idea that they 
had goggled long enough at the Indian captives. Not 
content with having satisfied the wants of the inner man, 
or, rather, child, Frau Braun’s mind was full of schemes 
for improving the outer Mexican. All the while that she 
was attending to her daily duties she was revolving certain 
possibilities, mentally trying to determine whether Hans’ 
coat and Carl’s trousers would fit Juan, although Hans 
was a good deal bigger, and Carl as much smaller, than 
her protege; and whether her Faustina’s clothes would do 
for Nita. The tattered buckskin garments, the dirty faces, 
and matted locks of the pair before her were such a contrast 
to the condition of her own cleanly, fair, rosy brood that 
she could scarcely wait until she had finished certain house¬ 
hold duties to get at the family wardrobe and see what 
it would furnish forth. Before entering upon the work of 
the day Mr. Braun rejoiced Juan’s heart by telling him that 
he was going to San Antonio shortly, and would take them 
that far on their road to Mexico, — news that made his large 
brown eyes sparkle with delight, and caused Nita to literally 
jump for joy. It further appeared that Mr. Braun was 
collecting a load of pecans to take with him, and meant to 
take a goodly store of honey, butter, and eggs, as well, 
to that market. He asked the children whether they would 
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like to help him, and they did like; and, accompanied by 
our two Mexicans and six out of seven of his offspring, 
he started out into the woods, where they all stayed until 
dinner-time, and gathered bushels of nuts, which they brought 
home and deposited under the shed back of the house. In 
the course of this process some advance towards acquaint¬ 
ance, if not intimacy, had naturally been made between 
the German and Mexican children. With the freemasonry 
of youth, and a few words and signs, they managed 
to get on very well in their joint labors, and a good 
understanding was inaugurated, — enough to take the 
edge off the Braun stare, at all events, and make Juan and 
Nita feel more at home. All that afternoon Frau Braun 
had her enormous work-basket beside her, and diligently 
sewed upon various garments previously shaped by her 
immense shears; and by evening, lo! a neat, if not particularly 
stylish, outfit for Juan, and another for Nita! This done, 
she prepared baths in the two rooms overhead, set apart 
for her boys and for her girls; and, calling to Mr. Braun, 
arranged the next step in her admirable programme. The 
result was that even Amigo scarcely knew his own master 
and mistress at supper that night. They had been tubbed, 
and scrubbed, and rubbed; their hair had been shaved off 
close to the scalp; their clothes thrown away; and themselves 
inducted into a full suit of garments, remarkable in cut, 
indeed; altered, patched, but as clean as soap and water 
could make them. They scarcely knew themselves or each 
other in this guise, but were infinitely refreshed, and as 
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comfortable as they could be in civilized clothes, which 
seemed to them to be constructed on painfully rigid and 
constraining principles, and to be unnecessarily numerous 
and very gorgeous. It was well, perhaps, that the small 
Brauns wore their feet au naturel , and that no attempt 
was made to put Juan and Nita into stockings and stiff 
shoes just then. !Not all their gratitude to the people who 
had so kindly received them could have stood such a test, 
I fear. 

And how Frau Braun did beam at them when she 
seated them with her own children around the tea-table! 
And how she did butter their corn-bread, and set a great 
bowl of bread-and-milk before each of them! And how 
kind Mr. Braun was! And how Hans, and Gustave, and 
Carl, and Albert, and Faustina, and Bertha, and Wilhelmina 
Christine did behave themselves, to be sure! And what 
were Xita’s sensations at finding herself lying once more 
under a roof, and in a bed, between sheets! She dropped 
off to sleep before she had time to properly realize how 
cool, and soft, and clean, and deliciously comfortable it 
was, which was a pity, and she slept until Frau Braun 
called her next morning, and took ten minutes then to 
get her eyes really open. But it was different with 
Juan. He tried conscientiously to stay where he was 
put, and tried to get to sleep, and only tumbled and 
tossed, and tossed and tumbled. He could not stand 
sleeping in a bed. That was the trouble. It suffocated 
him, somehow; and at last he stole downstairs and out- 
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side, where he stretched himself out under the trees, and 
took an express train to the land of nod. There Frau 
Braun found him, much to her surprise, when she went 
out to do her milking, and couldn’t understand it; and 
her husband, coming out of the house just then, saw it 
too, and shook his fat sides with laughter over it for 
fully ten minutes. 
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CHAPTER Xn. 

AT LAST ! 

The children could not understand why it was that they 
felt so dull and drowsy all the following day; so indisposed to 
do anything; so thoroughly tired and spent. It was that, like 
Shaneco’s bow, they were unstrung, and, after the long tension 
of every faculty and feeling, required rest imperatively. Frau 
Braun, however, rightly interpreted their languor and air of 
torpidity. It was by her request that they were left behind 
when her husband and his boys started off nutting; and it was 
no surprise to her to see them sleep away the greater part of 
the day. Even Amigo felt the need of meditation. He did 
not like to be accused of losing consciousness altogether, and 
always opened one eye when anybody said in his hearing that 
he was asleep. He certainly stretched himself out full-length 
on the grass in front of the cabin after breakfast for half an 
hour, wagged " Good-by, and great success ” to the departing 
Brauns as they passed him, but made no move to accompany 
them; and then, feeling himself free from curious observation, 
curled around comfortably in his favorite position, and did not 
move for two hours. After this he rose, and stretched him¬ 
self in two motions, fore-paws well down, and hind legs stiff, 
first; and then fore-paws made suddenly very rigid, and hind 
legs allowed to drag a little way limply, yawning all the while 
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prodigiously. But of course he had not been asleep. Oh, 
dear, no! not at all! I am sure he would have denied it with 
his most emphatic bark if such a thing had been suggested. 
On the third day all the travellers were brighter, and went oft' 
to the woods with the Brauns, where Juan’s skill in bringing 
down birds and squirrels set the Braun children staring 
worse than ever. Phlegmatic as they were in temperament, 
their interest, curiosity, and admiration grew and intensified 
every hour and day after that. Association with Juan and 
Nita became the most precious of their privileges; and, to 
secure it, they shirked every duty possible, and cheerfully 
abandoned all their former pursuits, games, and pets. Even 
their white rabbit, a possession that had been held priceless, 
and had only been brought to them the month before, from 
San Antonio, was so utterly neglected that it would have 
starved but for their mother’s care, so absorbing was the new 
attraction. Hans and Carl got a beating apiece from their 
father for failing to bring the water and cut the wood as 
usual, and had long sentences poured upon them, so full of 
guttural wrath that any other than German boys would 
certainly have fled before them. Faustina and TVilhelmina 
had not swept because they "couldn’t find the broom any¬ 
where,” and had not washed the dishes " because the boys had 
not brought the water.” Even the heads of the house felt the 
force of the new influence. Mr. Braun spent a good deal of 
time in questioning, requestioning, and cross-questioning 
Juan, that might have been given with advantage to his vege¬ 
tables, and his wife forgot all about the bread on baking-day, 
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and let it bum in the oven to a thick, black crust, while 
Juan’s adventures were being translated for her benefit. The 
story was told over and over again, for their benefit, for the 
benefit of credulous or incredulous neighbors, who, hearing 
wonderful tales of what was going on at the Brauns, rode up 
in great numbers for a sparse settlement, hitched their horses 
to the fence, came in, took off a yellow sun-bonnet, or a 
sombrero, as the case might be, seated themselves, and showed 
pretty plainly that they had come for the day, claiming Frau 
Braun’s hospitality as freely as they would have granted it 
had the case been reversed. "When these worthy people had 
got into rush-bottomed chairs, and had refused or accepted 
" a bite of somedings,” — which was the Frau’s adaptation of 
a local phrase, covering a wide range of refreshment, — Juan 
and Nita (variously designated as " them Injun children,” 
and "them little greasers that got away from the Coman- 
ches”) were summoned, and gave testimony. 

Sometimes it was a German neighbor who appeared 
on the scene, and was received with effusion by the fam¬ 
ily, especially by Mr. Braun, who seemed to feel that 
every man of them was a brother, and would clasp them 
affectionately to his ample bosom, kiss them on each 
cheek, and produce lager-beer and pipes before they had 
been in the house ten minutes. When the air was thick 
with smoke and German adjectives Juan and Nita were 
sent for, that seeing might be believing, all explanation 
being necessarily left to Mr. Braun. 

At last, one day, an old Texan came, who said he 
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wouldn’t ” ’light; ” threw a leg over the pommel of his 
saddle; let an eye as cool as a toad’s rest on Juan, while 
he told the story; asked a good many leading questions; 
chewed meditatively while he listened to the replies; and 
then summed up his conclusions in, " I’m blamed if he 
aint tellin’ the truth ! ” Having thus given his official 
sanction to a tale that sadly lacked confirmation to many 
minds, he nodded to such Brauns as were about, stuck 
his spurs in his mustang, and rode away again, leaving 
Juan’s credit above par, to use a commercial phrase, for 
he was the great authority of that part of the State on 
such matters. He had lived among the Comanches, had 
been an Indian scout and guide for thirty years, and 
knew the country over which the children had passed as 
well as any Indian of them all. 

It took a week for Mr. Braun to collect all the 
things that he wished to take to San Antonio; and it is 
likely that he would not have got off then but for the 
assistance that Juan rendered. He electrified and fascinated 
the boys by finding and skilfully robbing two bee-caves, 
and pleased their thrifty father as well by this exercise of 
woodcraft; and, as for pecans, he could find, thresh, shake, 
gather them as no other boy had ever been known to do. 
The covered wagon in which the proposed journey was 
to be made was piled so high with them that there was 
scarcely room for anything else, or anybody. Not unaware 
of the admiration he had excited in the breasts of the 
little Brauns, Juan did his best, and we know how good 
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that was. He was not above showing them what he could do 
with Shaneco’s bow, for one thing; and you could almost 
have hung your hat on Faustina’s protruding eyes when 
Nita strung her little bow one day, and brought down a 
wild turkey. It was heart-breaking to think of giving up 
such delightful guests, not to mention Amigo, whose pack- 
saddle alone was a joy forever. They would have saddled 
and unsaddled him from morning until night all that week 
but for parental interference; and, as it was, Amigo was 
obliged to make a stand about it. 

At last the day came for leaving, and the high¬ 
shouldered wagon rolled away from the door with a very 
miscellaneous load of nuts, honey, butter, chickens, and 
children, Mr. Braun driving, Amigo looking over his 
shoulder to see that he did the thing properly. Six incon¬ 
solable Braunlings, defeated in as many efforts apiece to 
join the party, hung over the fence and swarmed about 
the wheels to the last. One of them appeared suddenly 
around the corner of the canvas hood-cover, just as they 
started, and thrust upon Nita the white rabbit. A good 
woman, with a child in her arms, stood on the door¬ 
step, and wept as she called down a last blessing upon 
Juan and Nita, and predicted that they would soon be 
with their mother. Mr. Braun gave a tremendous crack 
with his long whip, and they were off. 

The children had been wholly glad to think that 
morning that they were to enter upon another stage of 
their journey, .and were to be taken, without any effort 
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or anxiety or care of their own, to a place where Mexi¬ 
cans abounded, from which they could easily be sent 
back to Santa Rosa. But the overflowings of mother-love, 
even, had so softened hearts long used to cruelty and 
neglect, or, at best, indifference, that they could not but 
cling to Frau Braun; and now, as the brother and sister 
sat there, the tears streamed down both faces, although 
Juan made desperate efforts to control what he considered 
a disgraceful weakness. " What would Shaneco think if 
he could see me crying /” he thought, and choked down 
the lump in his throat, and dried his eyes as soon as 
possible. 

In some ways that short journey was as trying to 
them as any they had undergone lately. They were in 
no danger they knew, and were sure to have all their 
wants provided for; but they were perched so high on 
the chicken-coops that they constantly knocked their heads 
against the hoops that supported the wagon-cover; the 
heat was intense, the confinement almost insupportable 
after the free, active life they had led. It seemed to them 
that Mr. Braun’s sorry team was a perfect failure as a 
means of locomotion (and, indeed, their owner rarely cared 
to urge them into a mild trot even); and the children 
were sure that they could get over the ground as fast 
or faster, yet dared not suggest any change in the ar¬ 
rangement made. That first day was a trial to them. 
They crossed that loveliest of streams, the Guadaloupe, 
that evening, and camped on the other side; and what a 
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relief it was to get out of that close wagon, and be able 
to move about freely again! It was a pleasure to water 
the horses; and Juan was interested in the harness, the 
like of which he had never seen; and Nita got wood, 
and made a fire, and then fed the chickens in the coops; 
and Mr. Braun cooked an excellent supper, and, having 
enjoyed it, sat down to smoke, bidding the children play 
until they were tired, and then go to bed under the 
wagon, where they would be protected from dew or rain,— 
a new idea to them. Next morning Juan was allowed 
to play postilion, and mounted the right-hand leader, a 
serious old roan, not much like the Indian ponies to 
which he was accustomed, but preferable to the coop, on 
the whole, as a riding-animal. And Nita was invited to 
sit in front with Mr. Braun, which was a great improve¬ 
ment; and she tried her hand at driving a bit, and'wondered 
why civilized people went about in cumbersome, heavy 
vehicles tied by innumerable straps to such horses, instead 
of riding spirited mustangs, as the Comanches did. About 
mid-day they crossed the Cibolo, and that evening, from the 
hills north-west of San Antonio, were looking down upon 
the city of the Alamo, — a fortress once so nobly defended 
against overwhelming odds that, as a great soldier has said 
of it, ” Marathon and Thermopylae had their messengers, 
but the Alamo had none ! ” The town gleamed whitely in 
the heart of a beautiful valley, — the valley of its own 
beautiful river, — a green sweep of verdure at that distance, 
with the fine old dome of the Spanish Mission Cathedral, 
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La Concepcion, beyond, clearly outlined against a blue 
sky. ” O Juan! Mira ! Mira ! Casas , Casas , Casas ! ” 
exclaimed Nita, who had never, seen as many houses in 
her life before, and was in a great state of excitement. 

w ’There are Mexicans there,” said homesick Juan. 

” I hope butter has gone up,” said Mr. Braun, and 
turned his horses’ heads towards a little stream, where he 
meant to camp for the night. 

It was most disappointing to the children to stop at 
all with the city actually in sight; but Mr. Braun had 
his own views on the subject, and was not to be per¬ 
suaded into changing them. Butter might have gone 
down for aught he knew, and the horses were tired, 
and he was in no special hurry to reach town; so Juan 
and Nita had to resign themselves to the inevitable as 
best they * could, — which was as follows, — by playing in 
the clear waters of the San Ignacio, wandering among 
its groves, and catching enough perch and catfish for 
supper. 

The next morning they drove at quite a rattling pace 
down into the city, and came to a full stop on the Mili¬ 
tary or Grand Plaza, — a great square, one side of which 
is taken up by a mellow old cathedral with an imposing 
facade and beautiful dome; the other three by hotels, 
stores, and private houses, having a flag-staff in the middle, 
about which numbers of other wagons, caritas , vehicles of 
all kinds were grouped, and about these, booths, stalls, long 
tables piled high with formates, tortillas , peloncillos, and 
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around these, again, mountains of watermelons, in charge 
of the most Mexican Mexicans this side of the Rio Grande. 
The sight of them, and of the cathedral, and the plaza 
generally, filled the children with rapture. It was all so 
familiar that they stood as in a dream for a moment after 
they left the wagon, gazing at the burros near them, so 
ladened with hay that nothing was visible of them but 
their long ears, and four feet, as like the donkeys of Santa 
Rosa as possible; at the hairless dogs that raced past them, 
the dogs of Santa Rosa ; at the shovel-hatted, cassocked 
priest, just entering the flat-roofed adobe house opposite, 
who might easily have been mistaken for Padre Garcia in 
Santa Rosa; in short, at the miniature Mexico into which 
they had dropped. 

Mr. Braun, in his best German-Spanish, was soon 
giving the history of Juan and Mta; and to the chronic 
idlers of the plaza were added men, women, children, in 
ever-increasing numbers, until the wagon was completely 
surrounded by an eager, excited crowd, that hung upon 
every word that proceeded from his lips. An impulsive, 
and tender-hearted people, they were touched to the quick 
by what they heard; they wept, they laughed, they cheered, 
exclaimed, gesticulated, wept again, seized Mr. Braun’s 
hands and kissed them, embraced now Juan, now Nita, 
ardently, and were shaken by a tempest of emotion such as 
colder races cannot understand. The story flew; the story 
grew, and so did the crowd. Everybody wanted to see the 
hero and heroine of such tremendous adventures. Everybody 
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wanted to entertain them, caress them, comfort them, help 
them. There never was a prettier uproar. Every mother 
there seemed to see one of her own brown babies in 
the Indian captives; every man’s heart burned within 
him, at the thought of their sufferings; the shovel-hatted 
Padre pressed forward to give them his blessing; the shrill, 
nasal chatter of the babbling crowd rose to a shriek; the 
babies, exposed to a hot sun, cried; the very dogs took 
part in the demonstration, and barked, and fought, and in¬ 
sinuated themselves everywhere. A Mexican of prominence 
stepped forward, and assumed the temporary guardianship 
of the bewildered children, and Mr. Braun found himself 
an object of scarcely secondary interest. If he had had a 
train loaded with sawdust he could have sold it all; and, 
as it was, he soon found that he could get whatever he chose 
to ask for the contents of his one wagon, and that butter 
had emphatically gone up. It was long a matter of regret 
with him that he had not thought to provide himself with 
more " broduce.” He parted with the children, not without 
emotion, and went back home that afternoon, bearing not 
only messages from Juan and Nita, but grateful and 
affectionate acknowledgments, as of a personal service, from 
the Mexicans to Frau Braun. And it should be added 
that Mr. Braun always found a ready market for his wares 
in that town afterwards, among Americans and Mexicans 
alike. 

As good luck would have it there was a train of 
caritas just in that morning from Mexico, loaded with 
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bars of silver, bags of wool, hides, frijoles, peloncillos , and 
onions; and before the children left the plaza they were told 
by the major-domo that they could go back with him as soon 
as his cargo was sold; that he had to pass through Santa 
Rosa, and would gladly go out of his way a little, in order 
to take them all the way to the hacienda. This settled, Juan 
and Nita were, indeed, happy; and, in the few days that in¬ 
tervened, everything was done that could be done to heighten 
and increase their happiness. It was the next best thing 
to being at home, to find themselves among their own 
people again; and, as for kindness and indulgence not 
even the Senora could have surpassed their new friends in 
devising pleasures for Juan and Nita. 

The interest of the community in them had not time 
to flag or grow cold; and the children would certainly have 
been irretrievably spoiled if anything had kept them long 
in San Antonio. A continuous stream of Americans and 
Mexicans, Germans, Frenchmen, poured into the house that 
sheltered them. They had clothes enough sent them to have 
set up an orphan asylum almost, and quite a sum of money; 
and as for toys and sweets they were deluged with them. Nita 
had not the remotest idea what to do with the ten dolls sent her 
because she was a girl, and it was thought would he especially 
gratified by such a present. Juan was equally puzzled when 
some foolish sympathizer presented him with a pop-gun — 
of all things! And great was his contempt and disgust when 
its nature and uses were explained to him. He, with 
Shaneco’s bow and the skill to use it; he, slayer of bears, and 
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wild-cats, to be given a pop-gun!! To tell the truth, both he 
and Nita were much confounded by the warmth of their re¬ 
ception. They could not see why it should be supposed that 
they had done anything remarkable. 

Amigo was of a different mind. He had always known 
that there was something remarkable about Mm; and it was 
no surprise, consequently, to see his merit win the public 
recognition it had long deserved. He took as kindly as 
possible to such an agreeable state of things; and, with his 
usual talent for adapting himself to circumstances, now laid 
all day, nearly, on a straw mat near the front door, where he 
received all comers with much affability at first, eating of 
such delicacies as they offered, and submitting to endless 
caresses. It is true that this soon gave way to a polite tolera¬ 
tion, and then to something very like contemptuous indiffer¬ 
ence ; but this was when his courtesy had been severely taxed, 
and he had grown weary of hearing his praises chanted in 
several languages by perennial adorers. He yawned, at last, 
pointedly, when anybody alluded to his past deeds; and never 
so much as looked from under his eyebrows at any fowl, or 
animal, as food, until it had been killed in a conventional way, 
and cooked by the proper person, when he partook languidly 
of his portion like any other civilized being. And you 
should have seen his reception of a silver collar given him by 
a prominent citizen, with " Amigo, the Friend of Man ” en¬ 
graved on it by the first jeweller of the place. Perhaps he 
thought it a vulgar demonstration; perhaps he feared that if 
he didn’t nip such enthusiasm in the bud he would be a 
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sacred dog before he knew where he was, and would be shut 
up in a temple, worshipped as such for the rest of his life, — 
a career that would particularly bore a dog of simple tastes 
and active habits; per¬ 
haps he was only out 
of humor. Certain it is 
that when the prominent 
citizen approached him, 
and, in the presence of 
an interested company, 
proceeded to decorate 
him as "the Friend of 
Man,” he barely turned 
his head to see who was 
there ; now, stretched 
out his neck with an air 
of studied indifference, 
yawned rudely in their 
faces, and sank down 
on his mat again with¬ 
out more ado, having 
expressed as eloquently 
as he could his con- 

, # “ PRESENTED WITH A POP-GUN.” 

viction that the post 

of honor is the private station.” During the remainder 
of his stay in the city he was content to pose as a mere 
private gentleman. It was noticed that he parted his hair in 
the middle all the way down his back, and only recognized 
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such people as had the good-fortune to please him; but, some¬ 
how, he gave no offence. Everything was generously par¬ 
doned in him, and conceded to him, on the score of dis¬ 
tinguished service in the past. 

Juan and Xita were getting very restless, when the 
major-domo suddenly appeared at their door, early one morn¬ 
ing, and, to their great joy, announced that he was ready 
to start for Mexico. It would take a ream of paper to tell 
of all the farewells, blessings, presents, good wishes, and 
prayers that went with and followed the two children on 
this, the last stage of their long journey. Up to the very 
last moment something was being tucked into the carita for 
them by somebody; and, when they at last rolled off, a great 
number of kind hearts rejoiced to think of the great happi¬ 
ness that awaited the Senora, and wished them good-speed 
and a safe arrival with more fervor than is usually put 
into such speeches, — their sweet, sonorous " Adios! ” ring¬ 
ing in the children’s ears for some time, as it was caught 
up and repeated on all sides. "A Dios!” — the last sound 
they had heard from their mother’s lips, as she unconsciously 
commended them to the God who had taken them from her 
so suddenly, and was now so sweetly giving them back 
again. 

After crossing the Medina and Nueces rivers Juan 
was interested to see that the game was plentiful; but, 
after crossing the Rio Grande, he may be said to have 
noticed nothing, so absorbed was he in one thought. When 
the children found themselves standing once more on the 
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soil of Mexico they were so filled with holy joy that, with 
the ardor of their race, they fell down on their knees and 
kissed the brown earth repeatedly; and then, reverently 
crossing themselves, said an " Our Father ” and " Hail 
Mary,” in thanksgiving for their safe return. Those good 
Catholics — their friends in San Antonio — had lost no time 
in recalling these prayers to their memories, so that they 
were able to express fittingly their devout gratitude; and 
then, with lightened hearts, climbed back into the carita, and 
were soon rolling slowly along again in that clumsiest of 
creaky vehicles. 

And what of the Senora, for whom this beautiful sur¬ 
prise is preparing? Little dreaming of it, or only in dreams, 
at once consoled and tormented by an exquisite vision of it, 
the Senora had been steadily losing heart and hope every 
day and hour of these cruel years, — eternities they always 
seemed to her afterwards. And of late a great darkness 
had come over her, actual and moral. Despair was settling 
down upon her, and the light of day as well as the light 
of her life would soon be gone, she thought. Constant 
weeping had so injured her sight that she was threatened 
with blindness; yet she wept on, ignorant of the harm she 
was doing, ever mourning for her loved and lost ones. For 
some time her faith in what she firmly believed to be an 
apparition (lovingly vouchsafed her) of the Madonna 
buoyed her up so strongly that she had not only borne the 
silence and emptiness of her life with some courage, but 
had occupied herself in planning and working out certain 
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things in view of the children’s return. But, as time went 
on, all this was given up. For two years she put by a certain 
sum of money after the sheep-shearing was over, with which 
to buy for her darlings whatever should, be needed when 
they came back. In the third year she added to it, and 
said to herself, " If they ever come back they will want 
a great many things,” and often counted the hoarded store. 
It seemed to make their return a real and possible thing 
for the time being, and was the only thing that gave her 
any pleasure. But, when the summer of the fourth year 
came, she thought despairingly, " They will never come, 
perhaps.” She could not bear to feel that it was quite 
settled even then; but she practically renounced the precious 
hope; for when the Nativity of the Blessed Virgin came 
around, on the eighth of September, she took the whole 
sum, and put it into a purse that had belonged to her hus¬ 
band, and carried it to Santa Rosa, where, after many 
prayers before the high altar, and groans that could not 
be uttered, she gave it to the church; and, if some earthly 
dross mingled with the gold, some yearning hope that 
Heaven even now might be moved by such a splendid gift 
to have mercy upon a heart-broken woman, and restore 
her children, I am sure it was forgiven to this simple soul, 
for " she loved much.” 

On the evening of that day, at sunset, the major- 
domo’s train was winding across the plain toward the 
hacienda. Unable to bear the slowness of its progress 
Juan and Nita leaped out of the carita and ran along 
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ahead. Presently they came to the very place where 
they had been captured. There was the plain on which 
the flocks had been pastured that day; there was the lake 

still glittering in the sun; the trees under which they 

had sat with their father. How well they remembered it 
all! and then their eyes fell upon a heap of stones 

which, with a rude cross, marked their father’s grave. 
They looked at it with tears in their eyes; but they were 
now very near home, and were drawn to it by every 
sweet and powerful influence. They quickened their pace 
to the utmost, they arrived at the gate of the hacienda. 
Juan tore it open, and they rushed across the court-yard 
and threw themselves upon a lady who was walking 
there with her rebosa drawn close around her face and 
her dim eyes fixed sadly upon the setting sun! The 

Senora, who had her back to them, felt herself suddenly 
seized from the rear, arms were flung about her, voices 
shrieked out, " Madre! Madre! Mi Madrel ” Her heart 
gave a wild thrill, at hearing herself called "mother” again. 
Turning, she found herself in the grasp of two strangers. She 
had kept the image of her children as they looked when she 
last saw them. Oh, how fondly, miserably, constantly, she 
had dwelt upon it! She did not at first recognize them in 
these tall, rough, dark creatures. She strained her eyes to 
see them more clearly, and put forth her trembling hands 
to feel them. Just then Amigo bounded up to her and 
leaped upon her. He had not changed, and she knew 
the truth. Was it a sob or a shriek that she gave as 
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her knees gave way under her, and, clutching her chil¬ 
dren frantically to her breast, she fell upon her knees ? 
There, the mother and children stayed, clinging, clinging 
to each other, weeping out the sting of their long sepa¬ 
ration, covering each other with kisses, only the sweeter 
for being so long denied, delirious with joy, — a sight to 
make men and angels glad. 


And now old Santiago came hobbling around the 
house, and the major-domo was at the gate, and the 
herders, and the women about the place caught scent of 
what was happening, and now there were shrieks and 
tears, and laughter, and a Babel of confusion and talk, 
if you will! And, in the midst of it all, the Senora turned 
faint, and had to go in-doors, leaning on Juan, who was 
on one side of her, and on Nita, who was on the 
other, and murmuring brokenly, "I am content to die 
now. I have seen my children again.” And now the 
major-domo had to take himself off, after being over¬ 
whelmed with thanks. And now the servants hurried 
inside. And now the sun dropped out of sight. The 
day of burning heat and cruel grief was over, and night 
had come to heal and restore and bind up, with influences 
sweeter than any Job found in the Pleiades, the wounds 
that had been inflicted four years before. 

By the time the lights had been lit in the hacienda 
all the neighborhood was astir. Old Martina ran all the 
way from her jacal when she heard the glorious news, 
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as though she had been a girl of fifteen, and disappeared 
inside a door that received every relative she had in 
the course of the next hour. Except in heaven there 
was never such rejoicing. It is not too much to say 
that the whole population of Santa Rosa lived at the 
hacienda for a month in detachments of from three to 
a dozen people, and the wonderful story was repeated in an 
ever-widening circle, until it actually reached the ears of the 
President himself, who sent the Senora a beautiful letter 
of congratulation. Amigo’s behavior was just what might 
have been expected. The Senora, after spending the greater 
part of the night on her knees before her crucifix, went 
outside next morning, to get some fresh air, and tran¬ 
quillize her mind a little, and there, curled up in the very 
spot that he had long ago marked for his own, was 
Amigo. There was a very pretty and affectionate inter¬ 
view between them; and Amigo certainly had no reason 
to complain of the Senora’s coldness now. He was, doubtless, 
much affected by her kindness, and vowed renewed loyalty 
to her and hers; for, that evening, he quietly resumed his 
old duties; brought in a strange flock for the first time, 
and, in two weeks, knew every goat, sheep, and lamb 
among them. There is a new adobe wall around the 
hacienda now; the Senora’s oleanders are in bloom, and 
perfume the whole garden, which is in charming order, and 
has all sorts of new flowers in it. Shaneco’s bow, and 
Amigo’s pack-saddle hang on the walls of the Senora’s 
room, which also boasts a new statue of the Blessed 
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Virgin, before which a light burns continually. Juan has 
taken charge of his father’s property, and is now more 
entirely his mother’s staff than ever, and the Senora, with 
Juanita’s help, bakes tortillas and pan de gloria, spins 
yarn, and weaves serapas, but no longer weeps. 
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As the pleasant season of long evenings draws nigh, and the great 
lamp on the parlor-table is lighted betimes, it becomes the study of the 
elders to provide for the children of the family such good reading- 
matter as may serve at once to amuse and instruct and improve. In 
order to help in this laudable work we have added hereto certain 
words about the books on the Ticknor list, including mainly those of 
most recent date, and not forgetting in subsequent paragraphs to 
mention a few new books that must be of great interest to older 
readers. Nor would we have it understood that the juveniles herein 
mentioned are without interest to the most venerable of the elders, 
for there arc thousands of frosty pows that have shaken in merriment 
over the adventures of the Peterkins ; and we all know that the merry 
conceits of Rabelais have amused Cardinals and Queen Dowagers, as 
well as the lads of La Belle France. 

" Three Good Giants ” is the name given to this new translation of 
Rabelais, which will be the favorite book for all our children during 
the coming season of snow-banks and evening-lamps. There were 
many scenes and expressions in the original book that savored of indeli¬ 
cacy (according to modern ideas) ; but these have been skilfully cut 
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out, without impairing the continuity and delight of the story ; and 
now, at last, the young people can open their eyes wide with delight 
over the achievements of the delightful giants, Pantagruel and 
G&rgantua and the merry wit Panurge, with all their train of mysteri¬ 
ous and amazing friends and comrades. Who can read about the pon¬ 
derous Grandgousier without inextinguishable laughter? or review the 
wonderful island of Ganabim without delight? or read with indifference 
about Carpalim’s hunt after the wild stags ? 

There is another feature which adds immense value to this book, 
and that is its illustrations, of which there are one hundred and seventy- 
five, drawn by the great Gustave Dore, and by Anton Robida, and 
capitally reproducing the quaint spirit of the stories. 

Another of the new books is "Juan and Juanita,” by Frances 
Courtenay Baylor, whose international stories have been so well 
received everywhere. This story of the woodland and mountain and 
prairie adventures of the little Texans is full of excitement, and cannot 
fail to give great delight to all readers, and particularly to the young 
people. A part of this story was published in the " St. Nicholas,” 
where it ran for a year; and the book includes all this, and many more 
of the hitherto untold adventures of the hero and heroine and their 
noble dog. There are many new and attractive illustrations, which 
add very much to the interest of the narrative, and vividly show forth 
Indian and Mexican manners and customs, scenery and costume. 

" A Flock of Girls ” is a charming and happy book for girls, written 
by Nora Perry, author of " A Book of Love Stories,” " After the 
Ball,” etc., and so long famous as a writer of stories and poems for 
young folks, as well as for more serious and strenuous work. The 
latest and best of her stories appear in this attractive little volume, 
which will be sought by all who love innocence and beauty and strength. 

" The Longfellow Prose Birthday-Book,” or " Longfellow’s Days,” is 
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a new book this fall, edited and arranged by Mrs. Laura Winthrop 
Johnson, from the journals and letters of the great poet, and filled with 
the rare and radiant sunshine that always shone about his pathway. 
Most of these beautiful expressions and sayings are unfamiliar to the 
public, and breathe out the intimate inner sweetness and beauty of 
their author. Every lover of Longfellow will appreciate and cherish* 
this quaint and unusual work, which has been prepared with the ut¬ 
most delicacy and good taste. 

"Nights with Uncle Remus” is rich in irresistible drollery, and in¬ 
troduces our old friends, Brer Rabbit, Mister Lion, and Jedge B’ar. 
In the entire field of literature there are few passages more original 
and in their way delightful than "The Pimmerly Plum,” "The 
Cunny Snake,” and "Aunt Tempy’s Story.” There is no figure 
in American literature more interesting and affecting than dear old 
Uncle Remus, sitting at evening by the crackling fire in his weather¬ 
beaten cabin, and telling to his master’s little boy stories of the 
old times in Georgia. The book is enriched with a series of full- 
page pictures by Church and Beard, the skilful delineators of animal 
life and expression, which reproduce with marvellous ability the 
crisis-moments in Brer Rabbit’s strange adventures, and the mis¬ 
chances of his brethren of the wide Southern forests. Children find 
the deepest charm in these stories, and will listen to them by the 
hour when read aloud by their elders, with wide-eyed and almost 
breathless interest, which is equally shared by the readers. A new 
edition of this book has just been brought out in paper covers,' for 
only fifty cents; and every family ought to have a copy. 

"The Poetical Works of Sir Walter Scott’’form a magnificent oc¬ 
tavo volume, the first and only correct edition of Scott’s Poems ever 
issued in England or America. This vast treasury of verse has been 
•carefully revised, corrected, and edited by William J. Rolfe, the 
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accomplished editor ofThe Students’ Series of Classic Poems,” f ' The 
Students’ Shakespeare,” etc., and he has also enriched the work with 
copious notes and comments, prefaces and appendices, and other valu¬ 
able aids to the reader. The world has yet to see a poet more popular 
than Scott, with old or young; and his wonderful popularity suffers no 
abatement with the lapse of time. As long as love and beauty, 
heroism and chivalry, faith and generosity, are appreciated, so long 
will these lovely Scottish legends and songs be dear to all hearts. 
The new Ticknor edition contains three hundred and fifty illustrations, 
which have been made by Ticknor & Co.’s artists, at a cost of more 
than Twenty-jive Thousand Dollars , including all the original pictures 
drawn for the holiday editions of " Marmion,” " The Lady of the Lake,” 
etc., besides many which have been made anew for this work alone. 

" Geraldine ” is another new illustrated book for the autumn and 
Holiday trade. It is a rhythmical romance, or love-story in metre, of 
the greatest delicacy and beauty; and for several years it has en¬ 
joyed a phenomenal popularity and large circulation. Some critics 
have likened it to Dr. Holland’s " Kathrina,” and others to Owen Mere¬ 
dith’s "Lucile.” It is a strong and striking story of modern American 
life and social conditions, full also of heroism and passion, and rich in 
its descriptions of scenery, among the Thousand Islands and the Great 
Lakes, along the St. Lawrence and Saguenay, and amid the majestic 
mountains of Colorado. These scenes have been depicted by an artist 
who, for this purpose, followed the route of the hero of the poem, and 
has produced a rare gallery of scenes drawn from nature. This beau¬ 
tiful romance of modern Christian life is appropriately and richly 
bound, and makes a charming keepsake. 

" My Old Kentucky Home ” and " The Swanee River ” are two new 
and popular illustrated books, containing the full words of these two 
tender and beautiful songs, than which we have had none more dear to 


Digitized by Google 



SOME INTERESTING BOOKS . 


v 


all the people, North and South. Millions upon millions of these songs 
have been circulated, attesting the power of their simple words and 
pathetic music to touch all hearts; and now at last, for the first 
time, the hand of art has been invoked to illuminate and beautify them 
with series of careful and worthy pictures. With these additions, the 
grand old songs will be seen to have even broader and fairer meanings; 
and all who have enjoyed them before will find them doubly delightful 
in their new enrichment. 

Ticknor’s Paper Series is a singularly successful new venture, in 
which the publishers have brought out, in paper covers, a score of 
their most successful novels. In their original editions, bound in cloth, 
these select novels achieved remarkable popularity; and now they are 
offered at a third of their first cost, printed from the same plates, but 
bound in a form which, though handsome, is inexpensive. The wel¬ 
come given to this series by the people was so hearty that it has been 
found expedient to continue it through the next year. 

Ticknor’s Paper Series includes some of the best and most famous 
works of William D. Howells, Edgar Fawcett, Henry James, Joel 
Chandler Harris, Blanche Howard, Robert Grant, Charles Egbert 
Craddock, Maurice Thompson, E. W. Howe, and others of our best- 
known authors. These are all original copyright novels, with pay¬ 
ments made to the authors on the sale of each book, and therefore 
they cannot be offered by other* publishers, or in other series. A 
group of novels that begins with " The Story of Margaret Kent,” and 
"Guenn,” and includes Harris’s " Nights with Uncle Remus,” and 
Craddock’s " Where the Battle was Fought,” and Grant’s " Confessions 
of a Frivolous Girl,” and Howe’s "Story of a Country Town,” and 
Howells’s "Dr. Breen’s Practice,” and "A Modern Instance,” and many 
other works of similar time-tested value, deserves the success that it 
has won. It should be said that entirely new works, not elsewhere 
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published, are from time to time placed in this series. Among ’these 
are Eugene Field’s mirthful Western book, " Culture’s Garland ; ” Vir¬ 
ginia W. Johnson’s vivid Venetian romance, "The House of the Musi¬ 
cian ; ” and the brilliant sea-story, " The Cruise of a Woman-Hater.” 

On the bright October afternoons that still remain with us we must 
take many a pleasant walk a-field; and with us can go no better 
comrade than Herbert Milton Sylvester’s " Prose Pastorals,” a delight¬ 
ful chronicle of rural life in New England, full of dreamy rest and 
peace, and rich in its broad pictures of nature, the very essence of 
poetry, but written in vigorous and picturesque prose. 

When the crisp, autumnal nights admonish us that there is an end of 
out-door amusements, and we hang up the willow bat, and ashen pad¬ 
dle, and tennis-racquet, we revert to "the hearth clean-swept and the 
rigor of the game,” and get the whist-counters ready for action. Now 
every one who truly desires to play well at this most delightful game, 
should buy the new treatise and encyclopedia, " Whist Universal,” in 
which one finds all the science and art of the French, English, and 
American games of whist, long or short, with the leads and strategies 
of the best players. 

Ticknor’s Reference Series is a group of books which should be in 
every home library. It includes ff Familiar Allusions,” which is a 
unique and precious companion to the " Dictionary of Noted Names of 
Fiction,” with terse and piquant descriptions of thousands of things con¬ 
tinually met with in reading newspapers or books, but not to be found 
in gazetteers or encyclopedias, and often unfamiliar even to well-in¬ 
formed persons. Another volume is "The Course of Empire,”a mag¬ 
nificent treasury of history, with twenty-five full-page colored maps, 
showing the governments of Europe and Asia, in every century since 
500 B.C.; and chronological tables, lists of great men, and twenty-five 
pages or more of history of each century, with copious and vigorous- 
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quotations from Guizot, Macaulay, Lecky, Hallam, Gibbon, Livy, 
Grote, Buckle, Carlyle, and other great historians. Still another of 
the reference series is "Familiar Short Sayings of Great Men,” by S. 
Arthur Bent, A.M., a collection of short sententious sayings of all times, 
such as are constantly referred to, but are not to be found in other 
books of reference. A short sketch of each speaker, and the circum¬ 
stances attending each remark is also given. 

Here, also, is the Rev. Dr. James Freeman Clarke’s " Events and 
Epochs in Religious History,” treating of the Catacombs, Buddhist 
Monks, Christian Monks, Augustine, Anselm, Bernard, Jeanne d’Arc, 
Savonarola, Luther, Loyola, The Mystics, German Pietists, Fenelon, 
Swedenborg, Emerson, George Fox, Huguenots, Waldenses, Albi- 
genses, John Wesley, Moravians, and Methodists. 

The name of Maturin M. Ballou has long been well and favorably 
known among American readers, and his works have always been 
eagerly sought for family reading. The three latest of these, the ripe 
fruitage of his long life of study and culture, are now in active demand. 
The first is his record of recent travels in Scandinavia and Russia, of 
which George Parsons Lathrop truly writes : " Research is a recreation 
and travel a joyous rambling. Above all things, Mr. Ballou does not 
believe in boring or in being bored. Books of travel written in this 
light and pleasant vein do far more, we are convinced, toward making 
the general reader feel at home on foreign questions than more labored 
and abstruse dissertations on the subject are apt to do. Mr. Ballou’s 
cheerfulness of mood is contagious, and the book is one likely to meet 
with a generous welcome. In ' Due North ’ he has made a memorable 
journey. The reader is interested and entertained, and comes away with 
his eyes opened.” 

" Edge-Tools of Speech ” is truly " a book which has been culled 
from the flowers of all books,” including striking passages, pungent 
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apothegms, brilliant thoughts, etc., from the great men of all ages. 
Every professional man and student should own this vast treasury of 
genius. 

Another of Mr. Ballou’s new books, " Genius in Sunshine and 
Shadow,” is a peculiarly interesting one, full of anecdotes and memora¬ 
bilia which set forth the intimate inner lives of the world’s heroes. 

Among the other new books concerning which mention should be 
made are Edwin Percy Whipple’s third volume of posthumous essays; 
the new novel by E. W. Howe, author of "The Story of a Country 
Town,” quaintly called " A Man Story; ” Isaac Henderson’s novel of 
" Miss Agatha Page; ” the droll collection of burlesque novelettes en¬ 
titled " More Waggings of Old Tales; ” the vigorous and fascinating 
anti-spiritualistic novel, "Fools of Nature;” Rossiter Johnson’s new, 
compact and careful "History of the Secession War;” Frances L. 
Mace’s volume of poems, "Under Pine and Palin ; ” the new ethical 
and liberal novel, " Love and Theology; ” a vivid and fascinating ex¬ 
travaganza called "An Operetta in Profile ; ” a lovely new five-dollar 
edition of "Poets and Etchers” (originally published at double that 
price) ; and Eugene Field’s amazingly funny book, " Culture’s Gar¬ 
land : Being Memoranda of the Gradual Rise of Literature, Art, Music, 
and Society in Chicago and other Western Ganglia.” 

" A Bird’s-eye View of Our Civil War ” was written by Col. Theodore 
A. Dodge, U.S.A. It is an invaluable epitome of the battles, sieges, 
and campaigns of 1861-05, based on the best authorities, and written 
in a style so simple and direct that every one, layman or lad, can un¬ 
derstand and follow it. There is also a glossary, explaining military 
terms; and numerous maps help to an understanding of our vast conti¬ 
nental battle-ground. Col. Dodge wrote this book, primarily, for his 
son to read, and the directness and vigor of his soldierly style 
make it at once easy reading for a young person, and very attractive 
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for an old campaigner. The Nation reports that " It is not easy 
to say which part of this book is best, for it is all good.” 

"About People” is a capital book, by Mrs. Kate Gannett Wells, 
of Boston, which the Christian Register pronounces "earnest in pur¬ 
pose, sparkling in manner; ” and the Boston Advertiser calls " full 
of thought, rich in suggestion, and abounding in the practical ethics 
of life.” It is a true parlor classic, of deep and abiding interest to 
every one in (or wanting to be in) society. These bright essays 
bear the titles: "Caste in American Society,” "Who’s Who,” "Per¬ 
sonal Influence,” "The Transition of American Women,” "Loyalty 
and Liberty.” 

Rolfe’s Students’ Editions of the great British poems are really 
the best editions made, because they are entirely free from errors 
of text, and reproduce the original purity of the author’s design, 
and are also provided with admirable historical, biographical, and 
critical introductions, and very copious explanatory notes and com¬ 
mentaries. They are thus peculiarly fitted for home reading, a 
kind of social enjoyment that ought to be more common, and are 
adapted to make the long winter hours about the evening lamp 
abundant in interest and profit. There are now eight volumes of this 
series, edited by Prof. Rolfe, namely: "The Lady of the Lake,” 
" The Lay of the Last Minstrel,” " Marmion,” " The Princess,” " Select 
Poems of Tennyson,” "Childe Harold,” "Enoch Arden and other 
Poems,” and the "Young People’s Tennyson.” The books are splen¬ 
didly illustrated with pictures from the great Holiday octavo editions 
of Scott and Tennyson. 

"The Peterkin Papers ” is a very charming illustrated book for the 
children and their friends, written by Lucretia P. Hale, and containing 
the droll and diverting adventures of the Peterkin family, with Aga¬ 
memnon, Solomon John, Elizabeth Eliza, and others, and the benevo- 


Digitized by Google 



X 


SOME INTERESTING BOOKS . 


lent cares of the lady from Philadelphia. The Boston Transcript 
made bold to say of this book that " Anything more absurdly funny 
cannot be imagined.” 

" Dimple Dopp ” is another capital book for young folks, abounding 
in pictures, and made deeply interesting by the stories of Karl Kreiger, 
and the sweet fable entitled " Cat Lore.” Mrs. Laura S. H. Cooke, 
of Washington, wrote this book, which the Boston Courier praised as 
"A perfect treasure-house for young readers.” 

"A Year of Sunshine” is a pretty book, prepared by Kate Sanborn, 
with a page for every day in the year, half of it oovered with a choice 
bit of selected poetry or prose, and half of it left blank, for use as a 
diary, or a birthday book, or a visitor’s record. .Miss Sanborn says : 
"The sun does not always shine, and once in a while there is no 'bright 
side.’ At such times we must make our own sunshine, or take it 
ready made. This year-book, with nearly 500 selections on making 
the best of things, will find its way to many hearts as a help, a spur, 
an inspiration.” And the Morning Star , looking to see if she suc¬ 
ceeded in her attempt at condensing sunshine into printed leaves, 
reported that "This book will certainly be a beautiful and popular gift 
book, helping all into whose hands it may fall to look out for the sun¬ 
light the Lord sends into their davs.” 

"The Illustrated Birthday-Book of American Poets ” has been re¬ 
vised, with the addition of an index for names, and portraits of Aldrich, 
Bryant, Emerson, Harte, Holmes, Howells, Longfellow, Lowell, Poe, 
Stedman, Stoddard, Taylor, and Whittier. The universal favor with 
which this birthday-book has been received attests the merit of the 
plan of selecting the choicest extracts of all the best American poets, 
instead of limiting the collection to a single writer, however eminent. 

" Self-Culture” is a highly valuable book, by the Rev. James Free¬ 
man Clarke, discussing, in his wise and practical way, the methods of 
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educating the powers of observation, reflection, imagination, conscience, 
affections, reverence, temper, education by books, amusements, love 
of beauty, and seeking of truth. It is thoroughly sensible, helpful* 
and interesting. This is one of the most valuable works which can be 
put into the hands of young men and women. Of equal value and rich¬ 
ness is Dr. Clarke’s latest book, "Every-Day Religion,” which, with 
many wise suggestions, strives to bring the divine life into the hourly 
events and trials of the weary world. 

"The Invalid’s Tea-Tray,” by Susan Anna Brown, is a group of 
seventy-five dainty receipts for the invalid or convalescent, including 
the most delicious jellies and wheys, ices and sherbets, soups and 
broths, toasts and caudles, gruels and porridges, beef-teas and egg¬ 
nogs, with coffee, chocolate, lemonade, koumiss, and other refreshing 
drinks; and many methods of preparing strengthening and appetizing 
menus of beef, mutton, chicken, oysters, squabs, quails, etc. 

"In Bridget’s Vacation,” by Susan Anna Brown, is a group of leaflets, 
on gilt metal rings, to hang up, of which the Boston Globe says: 
" Nothing for the purpose could be more tasteful and handy than these 
leaves, which, in attractive form, give bills of fare for each day of the 
week, and plain directions for twenty-one simple meals. They are 
such as any house-keeper may easily and economically follow with 
satisfactory results.” 

"How the Ends Met,” by Susan Anna Brown, is characterized by 
the Woman's Journal as "a helpful and useful book,” and by the 
Cincinnati Commercial Gazette as " a domestic good angel.” 

"Homes and All About Them,” by E. C. Gardner, is a profusely 
illustrated book of domestic art. Every one interested in the con¬ 
struction of a new home, or in the betterment of an old one, will 
find in the fully illustrated pages of this exhaustive work invalu¬ 
able instructions and suggestions as to all departments of interior 
decoration, exterior finish, and varied forms of architecture. 
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" Home Sanitation ” has just been brought out, by competent and 
skilful authorities, to arouse the interest of house-keepers in the 
sanitary conditions of their homes, and to indicate the points requiring 
investigation, the methods of examination, and the practical remedies. 
The subjects treated are the situation of the house, care of the cellar, 
plumbing and drainage, ventilation, heating, lighting, furnishing, 
clothing, food, and drink. 

If the grave and reverend seniors of the family circle wish to 
store their minds with mental lore, or to gain wherewithal to pass 
away otherwise weary time, let them write to the ancient address of 
Ticknor & Company, in Boston, for a catalogue of their books, 
which will, with good cheer, be sent without expense. Therein may 
be read the titles and prices and other things about the latest novels, 
and other books of Howells, and James, and Blanche Howard, and 
Uncle Remus, and Edgar Fawcett, and Julian Hawthorne, and scores 
of others, the leading writers of America. There also appears a fuller 
account of " Geraldine,” the sumptuous new illustrated Holiday book ; 
of the new and cheaper editions of Prof. E. S. Morse’s book about 
Japanese Homes, crowded with pictures made in Japan by the author, 
and Percival Lowell’s volume about the mysterious hermit nation of 
Asia, Korea, and Howells’s w Tuscan Cities,” and John L. Stoddard’s 
" Red-Letter Days Abroad; ” of the handsome four-volume set of 
Mary Clemmer’s works, and the memorial volume to that noble Ameri¬ 
can woman; of Robert Laird Collier’s dainty treatise on English 
Home Life; of the noble new series of the Ticknor octavo poets; of 
Albert R. Frey’s great and curious dictionary of "Sobriquets and 
Nicknames;” of John A. Goodwin’s new history of "The Pilgrim 
Republic; ” of Prof. S. P. Langley's instructive and illustrated 
work, "The New Astronomy;” and many other books. 
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JUAN AND JUANITA. 

By FRANCES COURTENAY BAYLOR. 

Author of "On Both Sides," etc. 

1 vol. Square 4to. With many illustrations.$1.50. 

Mias Baylor’s charming and “ ower true ” tale has formed (though only given in part) the chief attrac¬ 
tion of the “ St. Nicholas ” for a year, and in its present and complete form will be heartily welcomed, 
most of all by those who have already leurned to love its little hero and heroine, and will eagerly look for 
the full story of their adventures. 

The locale of these events, amid the romantic scenery of Northern Mexico and Western Texas, is 
brilliantly and accurately described, with the ways and habits of the Texans, Mexicans, and Indians. With 
these are the records of the young hero and heroine, in and beyond the Canon of Roses, and their numerous 
strange and diverting adventures, making a volume of rare and permanent interest for young or old. 
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By LUCRETIA P. HALE. 

A NEW EDITION, REVISED AND ENLARGED, UNIFORM WITH “DAVY 

AND THE GOBLIN.” 

Square 4to. Illustrated. $1.50. Sent, postpaid, on reoeipt of price. 


“The Peterkin Papers“ were received by the people with great applause, which increased with each 
number, until the unfortunate Mrs. Peterkin, who put salt in her coffee, and the benignant lady from 
Philadelphia, and the sapient Solomon John, and Agamemnon, and Elizabeth Eliza, and the two little boys 
with rubber-boots became familiar characters in thousands of happy households. In 1880 these irresistibly 
and demurely funny stories were brought out in book form; and they have since become a classic in all 
libraries of merriment. In response to the continued demand, Ticknor & Co. have prepared a handsome 
new edition, which takes a conspicuous place among the holiday books for children and lovers of children. 
The cover is adorned with vivid representations of Mrs. Peterkin and her coffee, the struggle of the Peter¬ 
kin family with their summer-resort trunk, and the memorable rubber-boots. Within are over 200 fair large 
pages, with delightfully readable type. Several capital full-page illustrations, by Attwood, have been re¬ 
drawn for this work; and there are 200 new pictures by F. Myrick. 

“ The very name of this collection of absurdly laughable sketches will raise a smile on the face of the 
most lugubrious reader. Miss Hale's humor is irresistible. Her accounts of the doings and experiences 
of the Peterkins remind one of the stories of the inhabitants of ancient Gotham, who tried to drown eels, 
and to catch birds by surrounding their nests." — Boston Transcript. 
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AVY mV THE %OBLIN. 

A JUVENILE. 

By CHARLES E. CARRYL. 

Square 4to. Illustrated.$1.50. 

The Believing Voyage, the Sugar-Plum Garden, the Butterscotchmen, the Mov¬ 
ing Forest, Jack and the Beanstalk’s Farm, the Giant Badorful, Sinbad the Sailor’s 
House, etc. These fascinating chapters are illustrated with quaint pictures. 

“ It appeals to children of any age from six to sixty.” — Quebec Chronicle. 

“ A most enchanting story.” — Traveller. 

“ In 1 Davy and the Goblin' we have one of the rnbst fantastic children’s stories that we ever remember 
to have read. Mr. Carryl might easily have written what he has written if he had never read Alice in 
Wonderland; he has the same whimsical cast of mind as Lewis Carroll, the same ready Invention, if indeed 
not more of it; aud an uncommon brightness of manner. There is nowhere the least strain on his inven¬ 
tion and imagination, which appear to be inexhaustible. 4 Davy and the Goblin ' is a remarkable story, 
which in its way is the perfection of what childish fantastic writing should be.” Thus speaks Richard 
Henry Stoddard, in the X. Y. Mail and Express. 

“ * Davy and the Goblin ’ is one of those examples of juvenile literature that make middle-aged people 
wish they had not been born—until twenty years later. Mr. Charles E. Carryl has given to his young ad¬ 
mirers a perfectly charming story. Wedded to language suited to the comprehension of young readers is 
found subtle, brightest wit of an order to be enjoyed by children of a larger growth.” 
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Qi^b$ •> vl\t\i •• Un a \e •> Rema$. 

and Legend^ of tlje Old plantation. 

By JOEL CHANDLER HARRIS, 

Author of "Uncle Remus: his Songs and Sayings," "Mingo," etc. 

1 Vol. 12mo. Illustrated. $1.50; in paper covers, 50 cents. 

“Brer Rabbit” becomes the hero of a new set of adventures, more exciting* 
than his others, and Church and Beard have illustrated them with admirable skill 
and quaintness. 

The Leipsic Maguzin die Literature says: " Uncle Remas is the title to a work which may l*e already 
known to ethnologists, but which is worthy of wider attention, since it affords entertainment to young and 
old by its fresh, sparkling humor. Numerous journals have for some time contained favorable notices of 
the work, the merit of which claims still further indorsement here. Uncle ltemus is the type of a planta¬ 
tion negro as he still exists, notwithstanding political changes in the South. He has lost nothing of his 
naivete, or his happy obliviousness of right and w rong, of mine and thlue, still as nebulous as ever to his 
imagination. He is and must remain the creature of opportunity, aud he is witty and cunning enough to 
take advantage of occasion, w ith natural slyness, judging for himself." 

" Richly and grotesquely humorous legends and folk-tales." — Good Literature. 

" Charming legends full of w'eird fancy." — Knickerbocker. 

" An exquisite literary setting for gems of hitherto unwritten legends." — Savannah News. 

“ It is not a book; it is an epoch." — The American. 

“ A wondrously amusing book." — Chicago Inter-Ocean. 
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